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WASHINGTON IRVING, ESQUIRE. 

Dear Sir : — 

Since the publication of my daughter Margaret's 
Poems, I have been solicited to revive the writings 
of my lamented Lucretia, The public has mani- 
fested so much interest, and expressed such unquali- 
fied admiration of their merits, and so much forbear- 
ance in criticising the errors of these juvenile pro- 
ductions, that I feel myself, in a measure, bound to 
comply with their wishes. As a testimony of my 
grateful respect, will you permit me, sir, to dedicate 
this little volume to you, with the sincere and united 
thanks of my family, for the truly touching and ele- 
gant manner in which you have executed your vd- 
untary task. 

I am called upon for a life of my Lucretia. Broken 
as I am in health and spirits, I am not equal to the 
effort ; but the kindness of Miss Sedgwick has obvi- 
ated that difficulty, and I am happy in being able 
to substitute the following elegantly written memoir 
from the pen of that highly gifted lady, which is in- 
corporated in Sparks's American Biography, for the 
broken and unconnected narrative which a grief- 
worn, and almost broken-hearted mother would have 
produced 

(17) 






xviii • DEDiftA*dnolr.* 

I have merel jc' fttreiigfth to slightly remark upn 
the circunmJt^uEic^s.* under which some few of her 
poems^'yirerB i^ritten ; and should the imperfect maD* 
.i|&|;lp;^hich this little volume is "got up/' form a 
>*pitidful contrast to your elegant work, I trust as 
* indulgent and discriminating community will make 
every allowance for its inefficiency. The forbear- 
ance, and even approbation in some instances, mani- 
fested by Mr. Southey, in his Review of her former 
publication, to which Professor Morse prefixed a 
brief sketch of her life, leads me to hope, that the 
same indulgence will be granted to this little tribute 
of maternal love ; — a feeble monument of a mourning 
mother to the talents and virtues of a darling child. 
I have felt much diffidence in presenting these 
manuscripts to the public, in their present imperfect 
and unfinished state ; but the circumstances under 
which many of them were written, condemned and 
partly destroyed by herself, as if unworthy to hold 
a place among her papers, her extreme youth and 
loveliness, and the melancholy fact of her dying be- 
fore she had time to complete others, will, I trust) 
make them not less interesting to the reader of taste 
and feeling. 

The allegory of " Alphonso in search of Learn- 
ing," was written at the age of eleven. It was sug- 
gested to her infant mind by seeing a cupola erected 
upon the Plattsburgh Academy, upon which was 
painted the Temple of Science. 

The poem of "Chicomico" was written afler a 
severe illness, which confined me many months to 
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- my bed, during which time Lucretia made a resola- 
tion that if I ever should recover, she would give up 
c her " scribbling," as she called it, and devote herself 
•r to me ; at my earnest entreaty, however, she resumed 
^' her pen, and the first thing she produced was Cbi- 
s: comico, prefaced by the following lines : 

*"* "I had thought to have left thee^ my sweet harp, for ever; 

^ To have touched thy dear strings again — never— oh, never ! 

n To have sprinkled oblivion's dark waters upon thee, 

:« To have hung thee where wild winds would hover around thee; 

^ But the voice of affection hath call'd forth one strain, 

. ^ Which when sung, I will leave thee to silence again." 

-t This beautiful tribute of affection has ever been 
^t one of the most cherished relics of my child, and I 
t h deeply regret that the irregular and unconnected 
x-, state of the manuscript obliges me to withhold the 
n whole of the first part. 

5 The ballad of " De Courcy and Wilhelmine" was 
h written for a weekly paper, which she issued for the 
a amusement of the family. It was dated from " The 
J- Little Corner of the World," edited by the Story- 
r* Teller, and dedicated to Mamma. After a time it 
a. was discontinued, and to my extreme regret de- 
stroyed. The fragment inserted in the collection, is 
a,' one of the very few remnants found among her 
II manuscripts; the first sixteen verses are purely 
r original; the sequel was supplied by a friend, it 
r being deemed too fine to be rejected for want of 
mere filling out. Lucretia's difl[idencc, and the ap 
prehension that the circumstances might transpire 
or the papers be read by some friend out of the 
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fimilyt wia» I bdieve, the sole reaicai 
Gontmiied and destroyed them. Tfab^ 
per, alMl a part of Rodin Hall, are aM 
of Ae " Sidry-Teller/' 

Her ■ w oo l ly playlbl dispotition i^ 
fested in her ^«^tia»'of the' OId'^||i 
retired to hdK|fiiNn with her book^ as 
she had spent ievetal days. Feeliiq 
see how she' -was getting on, I went 
As I paised thnragb the hall, I saw a 
directed to mtd, ly^ at the foot of 
opened it^ and foiuid it contained the '^ 
Fbor Old Coo^b." 

Jew miitiiwii 1 am ohl and poor, * 
■ M^ta^thdeesysd and gone; 
CMl ghre-floe bat one OMmeiit*! lisi 
- SlornMurkyl'mtotCriiigdowii. 

T1|iy rami loeka for auuDy a day, 
' i "ve boimd aratuid thy farow ; 
. Jf^ 90W that t HB.old and lame, 
' I ptiliiee let me 00. 

Bavf I not, many a weaiy hour, 
^ fi^'d o*er. thy book or pen ; 
'. \ abMseSmrhat this poor mang^ f 
V J^iU nb** bdiold again t 

:" i^SAfaml servant I hare been, 
Bat ah ! my day i« past ; 
Aod bJI my hope^ and all my wish, 
Is liberty at last 

Mark bat the luring wdl-fiU'd li 
. Where my companions lie ; 
Are they qot fairer thaa'myself, 
*■ And yoobger &r thaqjl^ 
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Oh ! then in pity hie thee there, 

Where thousands wait thy call, 
And twine one in thy raven hair. 

To shroud my shameful fall. 

My days are hastening to their close, 

Crack ! crack ! goes every tooth ; 
A thousand pains, a thousand woes, 

Remind me of my youth. 

Adieu then — in distress I die— 

My last hold fails me now ; 
Adieu, and may thy elf locks fly 

For ever 'round thy brow. 

On reading it, I went up stairs and found her en- 
veloped in books and manuscripts. Several large 
folios lay open on the table, to which she seemed to 
have been referring ; while books, papers and scraps 
of poetry were strewn in confusion over the carpet. 
Her luxuriant hair had escaped from its confine- 
ment, and hung in rich glossy curls upon her neck 
and shoulders, while the superannuated comb lay at 
her feet. As I hastily entered the room, she mani- 
fested some mortification, that I should have sur- 
prised her in the midst of so much confusion, and 
throwing her handkerchief over her papers, laugh- 
ingly asked, what I thought of the Petition? I ad- 
vised her to send directly to the " well-filled glitter- 
ing shelf,*' as I had no desire to see the curse de- 
nounced verified, or her 

" Elf locks fly 
For ever 'round her brow." 



XXII DEOlCATlOir. 

" Maritorxiey or the Pirate of Mexico/' was writ- 
ten in Albany, during her stay at the Institution of 
Miss Gilbert, at a time when she was ill, in the 
brief space of three weeks, while getting daily les- 
sons like any other school girl. During that period, 
she also produced several fugitive pieces. She had 
been absent from home but six weeks when I was 
summoned to attend her : she had then been confined 
to her bed three weeks. On the morning after my 
Arrival, she desired me to collect the scattered sheets 
of Maritorne, and expressed much sorrow when 
she found that some were missing. She told me 
with tears, that she feared she could never sup- 
ply the loss, and said, ** Do, mamma, take care of 
whai remains ; it is thus far the best thing I ever 
wrote." 

After her death, in her portfolio, which her nurse 
told me she used every day sitting in bed, supported 
by pillows, I found the ''Last Farewell to my 
Harp," and the "Fear of Madness," both written 
in a feeble, irregular hand, and evidently under a 
state of strong mental excitement. By their side lay 
the unfinished head of a Madonna, copied from a 
painting executed several centuries ago, and with 
the drawing lay also the unfinished poem suggested 
by the painting — 

" Roll back, thou tide of time, and tell.** 

In the " Last Farewell to my Harp," the presenti- 
ment of her death, if I may so term it, is strongly 
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portrayed^ mingled with the feeling of presumption 
which she often manifested in having ''dared to 
gaze" 

" Upon the lamp which never can expire, 
The undying, wild, poetic fire." 

There is something extremely touching in the last 
stanzas. * 

** And here, my harp, we part for ever, 
I'll waken thee again— oh ! never ; 
Silence shall chain thee cold and drear, 
And thou shalt calmly slumber here !" 

a 

The Fear of Madness." — The reader will find 
his sympathies all awakened upon perusing this 
uniinish^ fragment from the pen of the lovely su& 
ferer. It leaves too painfal a sensation upon the 
mind to admit a comment. 

I have suppressed a very few of the poems 
heretofore published, and have added many new 
ones. 

I have the honour to be, 

Sir, your very sincere 

and obliged friend, 

M. M. D. 

Saratoga Sfrimcw, 
August, 184L 



This new Edition has been carefully revised, 
and the errors corrected. Upon the first 
publication .of Amir Khan some few stanzas 
were omitted, in consequence of the difficult 
of decyphering, or some other good cause. 
Those stanzas are here restored, according to 
the original design of the author. 

M. M. D. 

Saratoga Springa, March, 1843. 









BIOGRAPHY 



OF 



LUCRETIA MARIA DAVIDSON. 



LucRETiA Maria Davidsox "wsls bom at Platts- 
burgb, in the state of New York, on the 27th of Sep- 
temoer, 1808. Her father, Dr. Oliver Davidson, is a 
lover of science, and a man of intellectual tastes. 
Her mother, Margaret Davidson, (born Miller,) is of 
a most respectable familv, and received the best edu- 
cation her times afibrdeci, at the school of the cele- 
brated Scottish lady, Isabella Graham, an institution 
in the city of New l ork, that had no rival in its day, 
and which derived advantages from the distinguished 
individual that presided over it, that can scarcely be 
counterbalanced by the multiplied masters and multi- 
form studies of the present day. The family of Miss 
Davidson lived in seclusion. Their pleasures and 
excitements were intellectual. Her mother has suf- 
fered year after year from ill health and debility ; and 
being a person of imaginative character, and most 
ardent and susceptible feelings, employed on domestic 
incidents, and concentrated in maternal tenderness, 
she naturally loved and cherished her daughter's 
marvellous gifts, and added to the intensity of the fire 
with which her genius and her affections, mingling in 
one holy flame, burned till they consumed their mor- 
2* (W) 



26 LUCRETIA MARIA DAVIDSON. 

tal investments. We should not have ventured to say 
thus much of the mother, who still survives to weep 
and to rejoice over her dead child more than many 
parents over their living ones, were it not to prove, 
that Lucretia Davidson's character was not miracu- 
lousy but that this flower of paradise was nurtured 
and trained by natural means and influences. 

The physical delicacy of this fragile creature was 
apparent in infancy. When eighteen months oid» she 
had a typhus fever, which threatened her life ; but 
nature put forth its mysterious energy, and she 
became stronger and healthier than before her il!ae8& 
No records were made of her early childhood, save 
that she was by turns very gay and very thoughtfiil, 
exhibiting thus early these common manifestations of 
extreme sensibility. Her first literary acquisitioD 
indicated her after course. She learned her letters at 
once. At the age of four she was sent to the Platti- 
burgh Academy, where she learned to read and to 
form letters in sand, after the Lancasterian method. 
As soon as she could read, her books drew her away 
from the plays of childhood^ and she was constantly 
found absorbed in the little volumes that her father 
lavished upon her. Her mother, on some occasion, in 
haste to write a letter, looked in vain for a sheet of 

J)aper. A whole quire had strangely disappeared 
rom the table on which the writing implements 
usually lay ; she expressed a natural vexation. Her 
little girl came forward, confused, and said, *' Mamma, 
I have used it." Her mother, knowing she had never 
been taught to write, was amazed, and asked what 
possible use she could have for it. Lucretia burst into 
tears, and replied that " she did not like to tell." Her 
mother respected the childish mystery, and made no 
farther inquiries. The paper continued to vanish, 
.and the child was often observed with pen and ink, 
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Still sedulously shonning observation. At last her 
mother, on seeing her make a blank book, asked what 
she was going to do with it t Lucretia blushed, and 
led the room without replying. This sharpened her 
mother's curiosity ; she watched the child narrowly, 
and saw that she made quantities of these little books, 
and that she was disturbed by observation ; and if one 
« of the family requested to see them, she would burst 
into tears, and run away to hide her secret treasure. 
The mystery remained unexplained till she was six 
years old, when her mother, in exploring a closet 
rarely opened, found behind piles of linen, a parcel of 
papers, which proved to be Lucretia's manuscript 
books. At first, the hieroglyphics seemed to bafBe 
investigation. On one side of the leaf was an artfully- 
sketched picture ; on the other, Roman letters, some 
placed upright, others horizontally, obliquely, or 
backwards, not formed into words, nor spaced in any 
mode. Both parents pored over them till they ascer- 
tained the letters were poetical explanations, in metre 
and rhyme, of the picture in the reverse. The little 
books were carefully put away as literary curiosities. 
Not long after this, Lucretia came running to her mo- 
ther, painfully agitated, her face covered with her 
hands, and tears trickling down between her slender 
fingers — "Oh, mamma 1 mamma!" she cried, sobbing, 
" how could you treat me so ? You have not used- me 
well ! My little books ! you have shown them to papa, 
— Anne — ^Eliza, I know you have. Oh, what shall I 
do ?" Her mother pleaded guilty, and tried to soothe 
the child by promising not to do so again : Lucretia's 
face brightened, a sunny smile played through her 
tears as she replied, "Oh, mamma, I am not afraid 
you will do so again, for I have burned them all ;" 
and so she had ! This reserve proceeded from no- 
thing cold or exclusive in her character ; never was 
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there a more loving or sympathetic creature. It 
would be difficult to say which was most rare, her 

modesty, or the genius it sanctified. She did not 

learn to write till she was between six and seven; 
her passion for knowledge was then rapidly develop- 
ing ; she read with the cfosest attention, and was con- 
tinually running to her parents with questions and 
remarks that startled them. At a very early age» her. 
mother implanted the seeds of religion, the first that 
should be sown in the virgin soil of^the heart That 
the dews of Heaven fell upon them, is evident from 
the breathing of piety throughout her poetry, and still 
more from its precious fruit in her life. Her mother 
remarks, that, ''from her earliest years, she evinced a 
fear of doing anything displeasing in the sight of God ; 
and if, in her gayest sallies, she caught a look of dis- 
approbation from me, she would ask, with the most 
artless simplicity, * Oh, mother, was that wicked V " 
There are very early, in most children's lives, cer- 
tain conventional limits to their humanity, only cer- 
tain forms of animal life that are respected and che- 
rished. A robin, a butterfly, or a kitten is a legitimate 
object of their love and caresses ; but woe to the bee- 
tle, the caterpillar, or the rat that is thrown upon their 
tender mercies! Lucretia Davidson made no such 
artificial discrimmations ; she seemed to have an in- 
stinctive kindness for every living thing. When she 
was about nine, one of her schoolfellows gave her a 
young rat that had broken its leg in attempting to 
escape from a trap ; she tore off a part of her pocket 
handkerchief, bound up the maimed leg, carried the 
animal home, and nursed it tenderly. The rat, in 
spite of the care of its little leech, died, and was 
buried in the garden, and honoured with the meed of 
a '* melodious tear." This lament has not been pre- 
served ; but one she wrote soon after, on the death 
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of a maimed pet Robin, is given here as the earliest 
record of her muse that has been preserved : — 

ON THE DEATH OP MY ROBIN. 

** Underneath this turf doth lie 
A little bird which ne'er could fly, 
Twelve large angle worms did fill 
This little bird, whom they did kill. 
Puss ! if you should chance to smell 
My little bird from his dark cell, 
Oh! do be merciful my cat, 
And not serve him, as you did my rat !" 

Her application to her studies at school was intense. 
Her motner judiciously, t|ut in vain, attempted a 
diversion in favour of that legitimate sedative to fe- 
male genius, the needle ; Lucretia performed her pre- 
scribed tasks with fidelity, and with amazing celerity, 
and was again buried in her book. 

When she was about twelve, she accompanied her 
father to the celebration of Washington's birth-night 
The music and decorations excited her imagination ; 
but it was not with her, as with most children, the 
mere pleasure of stimulated sensations; she had studied 
the character and history of the father of her country, 
and the '<fdte" stirred up her enthusiasm, and inspired 
thojL feeling of actual existence, and presence peculiar 
to minds of her temperament. 

To the imaginative there is an extension of life, far 
back into the dim past, and forward into the untried 
future, denied to those of common mould. 

The day after the iSte, her elder sister found her 
absorbed in writing. She had sketched an urn, and 
written two stanzas beneath it : she was persuaded to 
show them to her mother; she brought them, blushing 
and trembling; her mother was ill, in bed; but she 
expressed her delight with such unequivocal aninvE' 
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tion, that the child's face changed from doubt I 
rapture, and she seized the paper, ran away» and in 
mediately added the concluding stanzas ; when the 
were finished, her mother pressed her to her bosor 
wept with delight, and •promised her all the aid ar 
encouragement she could give her ; the sensitive chi 
burst into tears. " And do you wish me to writ 
mamma ? and will papa approve? — and will it be rig 
that I should do so 1" This delicate conscientiousne 
gives an imperishable charm to the stanzas, and 
fix it in the memory of our readers, we here iquo 
them from her published poems. 

^'And does a Hero*B dust lie here! 
Colambia! nze and drop a tear! 
His country's and the orphan's friend, 
See thousands o'er his ashes bend! 

** Among the heroes of the age, 
He was the warrior and the sage! 
He left a train of glory bright 
Which never will be hid in night. 

"The toils of war and danger past. 
He reaps a rich reward at last ; 
His pure soul mounts on cherub's wings. 
And now with saints and angels sings. 

<*The brightest on the list of fame 
In golden letters shines his name; 
Her tramp shall sound it through the world. 
And the striped banner ne'er be furled ! 

"And every sex, and every age, 
From lisping boy, to learned sage. 
The widow, and her orphan son, 
Revere the name of Washington." 

Lucretia did not escape the common trial of pr 
cocious genius. A literary friend to whom Mr 
Davidson showed the stanzas, suspected the chi 
had, perhaps unconsciously, repeated something s[ 
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had gathered from the mass of her reading, and she 
betrayed her suspicions to Lucretia — she felt her rec- 
titude impeached, and this, and not the wounded pride 
of the young author, made her weep till she was ac- 
tually ill ; as soon as she recovered her tranquillity, 
she offered a poetic and playful remonstrance, which 
set the matter at rest, and put an end to all future 
Question of the authenticity of her productions. Be- 
fore she was twelve years old, she had read the Eng- 
lish poets. ** The English poets," says Southey, m 
his review of Miss Davidson's poems, though a vague 
term, was a wholesome course, for such a mind. She 
had read, beside, much history, sacred and profane, 
novels, and other works of imagination. — Dramatic 
works were particularly attractive to her ; her devo- 
tion to Shakspeare is expressed in an address to him 
written about this time, from which we extract the 
following stanza : — 

" Heaven, in conTpaasion to man's erring heart. 
Gave thee of virtue, then of vice a part, 
Lest we in wonder here, should bow before thee, 
Break God's commandment, worship and adore thee." 

Ordinary romances, and' even those highly wrought 
fictions, that without any type in nature have such a 
mischievous charm for most imaginative young per- 
sons, she instinctively rejected ; her healtny appetite, 
keen as it was, was under the government of a pure 
and sound nature. Her mother, always aware of the 
worth of the gem committed to her keeping, amidst 
her sufferings from ill health kept a watchful eye on 
her child, directed her pursuits, and sympathized in 
all her little school labours and trials ; she percQJlved 
that Lucretia was growing pale and sickly over her 
studies, and she judiciously withdrew her, for a time, 
from school. She was soon rewarded for this wise 
measure by hearing her child's bounding step as she 
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approached her sick room, and seeing the cheek bent 
over her pillow blooming with returning healtk 
How miserably mistaken are those, who fancy that 
all the child's lessons must be learned from the school- 
book and school-room ! This apt pupil of nature had 
only changed her books and her master ; now, she sat 
at the feet of the great teacher, nature, and read, and 
listened, and thought, as she wandered along the 
Saranac, or contemplated the varying aspects of Cum- 
berland Bay. She would sit for hours and watch the 
progress of a thunder-storm, from the first gathering 
of the clouds, to the farewell smile of the rainbow. 
We give a specimen of the impression of these studies 
in the following extract from tier unpublished poenis: 



TWILIGHT. 

How sweet the hour when daylight blends 

With the pensive shadows on eveningf'B breast ! 

And dear to this heart is the pleasure it lends, 
For 't is like the departure of saints to their rest 

Oh ! 't is sweet, Saranac, on thy lov'd banks to stray, 
To watch the last day-beam dance light o*er thy wave, 

To mark the white skiff as it skims o*er the Bay, 
Or heedlessly bounds o'er the warrior's dei'p grave.* 

Oh ! 't is sweet to a heart, unentangled and light, 

When with hope's urilliant prospects the fancy is blest, 
' To pause 'mid its day-dreams so witchinrrly bright, 
And mark the last sunbeams while sinking to mat 

The following, from her unpublished poems, is the 
result of the same pensive meditations. 



* Cumberland Bay was the scene of a battle during the last 
war. 
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THE EVENING SPIRIT. 

When the pale moon is shining bright, 

And nought disturbs the gloom of mght, 

^Tis then upon yon level green, 

From which SL Clair's dark heights are seen, 

The Evening Spirit glides along, 

And chaunts her melancholy song; 

Or leans upon a snowy cloud. 

And its white skirts her fi^re shroud. 

By zephyrs light she's wafted &r, 

And contemplates the northern star, 

Or gazes from her silvery throne. 

On that pale queen, the silent moon. 

Who is the Evening Spirit fair. 

That hovers o'er thy walls, St. Clair? 

Who is it, that with footstep light, 

Breathes the calm silence of the night ? 

Ask the li^ht zephyr who conveys 

Her &iry ngure o'er the waves; 

Ask yon bright fleecy cloud of night. 

Ask yon pt& planet's silver light. 

Why does the Evening Spirit fair 

Sail o'er the walls of dark St Clair? 

In her thirteenth year the clouds seemed heavily 
gathering over her morning ; her mother, who had 
hitherto oeen her guide and companion, could no 
longer extend to her child the sympathy and en- 
couragement which she needed. Lucretia was 
oppressed with the apprehension of losing this fond 
parent, who for weeks and months, seemed upon the 
verge of the grave. There are among her unpub- 
lished poems, some touching lines to her mother 
written I believe about this time, concluding thus : — 
• 
"Hang not thy harp upon the willow, 
That weeps o'er every passing wave; 
This life is but a restless pillow. 
There's calm and peace beyond the grave." 
3 
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As Mrs. Davidson's health gradually amended, 
with it returned her desire to give her daughter everj 
means in her power to aid the development of ha 
extraordinary genius. Her extreme sensibility and 
delicate health, subjected her, at times, to cJeprei* 
sions of spirit ; but she had nothing of the morbid 
dejection, the exclusiveness, and hostility to the worU, 
that are the results of self-exaggeration, selfishnes, 
and self-idolatry, and not the natural oflspring of 
genius and true feeling, which, in their healthy state, 
are pure and living fountains flowing out in abundant 
streams of love and kindness.* 

Indulgent as Mrs. Davidson was, she was too wise 
to permit Lucretia to forego entirely the customaxj 
employments of her sex. When engaged with these 
it seems she sometimes played truant with the muse; 
once she had promfsed to do a sewing task, and had 
eagerly run off for her work-basket ; sne loitered, and 
when she returned, she found her mother had done 
the work, and that there was a shade of just displeasure 
on her countenance. " Oh mamma !" she said, ** I did 
forget, I am grieved, I did not mean to neglect yoa" 
" Where have you been, Lucretia V* " I have been 
writing," she replied, confused ; " as I passed the win- 
dow, Isaw a solitary sweet pea, I thought they were 
all gone ; this was alone ; I ran to smell it, but liefore I 
could reach it a gust of wind broke the stem ; I turned 
away disappointed, and was coming back to you ; but 
as I passed the table there stood tlie inkstand, and I 
forgot you." If our readers will turn to her printed 
poems, and read the •* Last Flower of the Garden," 

* Grenius, like many other sovereigns, has been allowed the 
exercise of unreasonable prerotratives ; but none perhaps much 
more mischievous, than the right to confer on sclt-indulgence 
the gracious name of sensibility. 
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they will not wonder that her mother kissed her, and 
bade her never resist a similar impulse. 

When in her '* happy moments," as she termed 
them, the impulse to write was irresistible — she 
always wrote rapidly, and sometimes expressed a 
wish that she had two pairs of hands, to record as 
fast as she composed. She wrote her short pieces 
standing, often three or four in a day, in the midst of 
the family, blind and deaf to all around her, wrapt in 
her own visions. She herself describes these visita- 
tions of her muse, in an address to her, beginning — 

** Elnchanted when thy voice I hear, 
I drop each earthly care; 
I feel as wafted from the world 
To Fancy's realms of air." 

When composing her long, and complicated poems, 
like ** Amir Khan," she required entire seclusion ; if 
her pieces were seen in the process of production, the 
spell was dissolved, she could not finish them, and 
they were cast aside as rubbish. When writing a 
poem of considerable length, she retired to her own 
apartment, closed the t)linds, and in warm weather, 
placed her iEolian harp in the window. Her mother 
has described her on one of these occasions, when an 
artist would have painted her as a youn^ genius com- 
muning with her muse. We quote her mother's 
graphic description: <'I entered the room — she was 
sitting with scarcely light enough to discern the charac- 
ters she was tracing ; her harp was in the window, 
touched by a breeze just sufficient to rouse the spirit 
of harmony ; her comb had fallen on the floor, and 
her long dark ringlets hung in rich profusion over her 
neck and shoulders, her cheek glowed with animation, 
her lips were half unclosed, her full dark eye was 
radiant with the light of genius, and beaming with 
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senaifaility, lier head rested on her left haod* w 
held her pen in her right — she looked like tbi 
taDC of another Ephere ; she wa* so wholly a 
thai she did not ooserre my entrance. I lo* ' 
her sboolder snd read the following lines : 



And do the lunefiil didc then touch the I] 
To G[l e«ch boeom with poedc fireT 
Or does some angel Etrike the HOOndine M 
'Wbo caugbt fmai echo the wild note he M 
But oh ! unotber Ginin. bow sweet ! bow i 
Now niBhing low, 't is soothm^, scA, nad i 

The noise I made in leaving the room rof 
and she soon after brought me her • _ 

jEolian Harp." During the winter of 1822 sbe 4 
a poetical romance, entitled " Kodri." She I 
this, save a few fragments found after ber < 
These indicate a well-contrived story, and msri 
the marvclious case and grace that characlcrizt 
versification. Daring this winter she wrote t 
tragedy, " The Reward of Ambition," the < ' 
duction she ever read aloud to her family, 
lowing summer, her health again failing, site i 
withdrawn again from school, and sent orj a vi 
some friends in Canada. A letter, too long (o I 
serted here entire, gives a very interesting accouu 
the impression produced on this little thougfitfull 
feeling recluse, by new objects and new aspet^ 
society. " We visited," says the writer, " the BriL 
fortifications at Isie-aux-Noix. The broad ditchfl 
lofty ramparts, the drawbridge, the covered gatewl 
the wide-mouthed cannon, the arsenal, and all i 
imposing paraphernalia of a military fortress, seeiq 
connected in her mind with powerful associationsi 
what she bad read, but never viewed before. Im"- 
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^shrinking from objects associated with carnage and 
teath, like many who possess not half Jier seosibitity, 
r (he appeared for the moment to be attended by the 
god of war, and drank the spirit of battles and sieges, 
with the bright vision before her eyes, of conquering 
heroes, and wreaths of victory," It is curious to see 
thus early the effect of story 'and song in overcoming 
instincts of nature ; to see this tender, gentle 
lature contemplating (he engines of war, not with 
l^tural dread as instruments of torture and death, but 
jier as the forges by which triumphal cars and , 
peaths of victory were to be wrougiit. A similar 
ftnifestation of the effect of tradition and association 
kher poetic imagination is described in the following 
^ages from the same letter. " She found much less 
ttie Protestant than in the Catholic churches to awa- 
> those romantic and poetic associations, created 
Ethe record of events in the history of antiquity and 
Bditional story, and much less to accord with the 
^ons of iier high-wrought imagination. In riew- 
r the buildings of the city, or the paintings in the 
iOrches, the same uniformity of taste was observa- 
The modern, however beautiful in design or 
execution, had little power to fix her attention; while 
4bs grand, the ancient, the romantic, seized upon her 
igination with irresistible power. The sanctity of 
B seemed, to her mind, to give a sublimity to the 
mplest objects ; and whatever was connected with 
mtt events in iiistory, or with the lapse of ages long 
me by. riveted an4 absorbed every faculty of her 
bind. During our visit to the nunneries she said but 
' t, and seemed abstracted in thought, as if, as she 
self so beautifuliy expresses it, to 
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" She had an opportunity of viewing an el^ik 
collection of pointings. She seemed in ecstasies d 
the evening, and every feature beamed with jof.* 
The writer, after proceeding to give an account of 
her surprising success in attempts at pencil-aketcha 
from nature, expresses his delight and amazement t 
the attainments of this girl of fourteen years in ga» 
ral literature, and at the independence and originalili 
of mind that resisted the subduing, and, if I mavk 
allowed the expression, the subordinating effect of tirii 
early intimacy with captivating models. A manel' 
lous resistance, if we take into the account '"tbt 
timid, retiring modesty,*' which, as the writer of Ae 
letter says, "marked her even to painful exoem' 
Lucretia returned to her mother with renovilBl 
health, and her mind bright with new impresrios 
and joyous emotions. Religion is the natural, isl 
only sustaining element of such a character. Wiifln^ 
but at the ever fresh, sweet, and life-giving fountaiv 
of the Bible, could such a spirit have drunxy and wH 
again thirsted ? During the winter of 1823, she ap> 
plied herself more closely than ever to her studiei 
She read the Holy Scriptures with fixed attentiift 
She almost committed to memory the Psalms of 
David, the Lamentations of Jeremiah, and the book 
of Job, guided in her selection by her poetic tMtUt 
Byron somewhere pronounces the book of Job^ tb 
sublimest poetry on record. During the winter Mis 
Davidson wrote " A Hymn on Creation," " The Ed 
from Egyptian Bondage," and Versified many chip> 
ters of the Bible. She read the New Testament, sal 
particularly those parts of it that contained the moK 
affecting passages in the history of our Saviour, wU 
he deepest emotion. 

In her intellectual pursuits and attainments odf 
was she premature. She retained unimpairedi tb 
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^^ jcence, simplicity and modesty of a child. We 
ire had descriptions of the extreme loveliness of 
r face, and grncefulneas of her person, from less 
Atful authority than a food mother. 
Dm^country towns are not regulated by the con- 
Dttonal systems of the cities, where a youthful 
luty is warily confined to the nursery and ihe 
lool till the prescribed age for coming out, the conp- 
-theatre of every young city-woman's life arrives, 
-the country, as soon as a girl can contribute to 
B pleasures of society, she is invited into it. During 
B -winter of 1823, Plaiisburgh was gay, and Miss 
ividson was eagerly sought to embellish the village 
Bees. She had been at a dancing school, and, like 
Kt young persons, enjoyed excessively this natural 
"Wcise ; for that may be called natural which exists 
long all Rations, barbarous and civilized. 
Mrs. Davidson has given an account of her daugh- 
■•b first ball, which all young ladies, at least, will 
ink us for transcribing almost verbatim, as it places 
c more within the circle of their sympathies. Her 
rther had consented to her attending one or two 
■ "; assemblies, in the hope they might diminish her 
treme timidity, painful both to Lucretia and her 
ends. The day arrived; Mrs. Davidson was con- 
tUiog with her eldest daughter upon the all-important 
jtter of the dresses for the evening; Lucretia sat by, 
iding, without raising her eyes from the book, one 
the Wavcrly novels. "Mamma, what shall Luly 
lar T" asked her eldest sister, calling her by ihe pretty 
Diinutive by which they usually addressed her at 
" Come Lucretia, what colour will vou wear 
^ight?" "Where!" " Where, why to liie asaem- 
v, to be sure." " The assembly; is it to-night 1. so it 
r and she tossed away the book and danced about 
g room half wild with delight ; her sister at length 
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called her to order, and the momenlou« qtisstiaa 
specting the dress was defimlcly settled ; «bcl 
resumed her reading, and giving no thought to 
ball, she was again absorbed in her booh. Thk 
not result from carelessness of a|ipearntice, or "" 
ence to dress; on the contrary she whs rather ! 
able for that nice laslc, which beioncs to an ewi 
proportion and colouring; and any little emlielliji|n 
or ornament she wore was well chosen, aod \ 
placed ; but she had the ri^bl estimate of tiie n 
value of objects, which belongs to a NtiporioF 
When the evening approached, the star of itw-j 
again shone forth, she threw aside her book, andt 
gan the offices of the toilet with girlish Jiitens^' 
it might be, with some heart-beating at the probi 
effeclof the lovely face her mirror reflected, Herti 

was to arrange her hair. Lucretia put on her A 

ing-gown to await her convenience ; but whetKi 
lime came, she was missing ; " we called her in n 
says Mrs. Davidson ; " at last, opening the pa| 
door, 1 distinctly saw, for it was twilight, some pa 
sitting behind the large close stove ; I approached* 
found Lucretia wriiing poetry I moralizing on v 
the world calls pleasure ! I was almost duoih ,11 
amazement — she was eager to go, delighted vritb 
prospect of pleasure before her; yet she acted aa« 
lime were loo precious to spend in the nccegsKmu 
paralions, and she sat still, and finished the last am 
while I stood by, mute with astonishment SB 
iitrange bearing in a girl of fourteen, prepaijiu 
attend her first ball, an event she had anticipated^ 
so many mingled emotions." " She returned ft 
the assembly," continues her mother, " wild with 
light- ' Oh mamma,' she said ' I wish you 1, 
been there! when I first entered, the glare of Hi 
dazzled my eyes, my head whirled, and I feJt 
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on air ; all was so gay, so brilliant ! 

I grew tired at last, and was glad to hear sister 

it was time to go home."" 

The next day the ball was dismissed from her 

h), and she returned to her studies with her cus- 

lary ardour. During the winter she read " Jose- 

a," Charles the Fifth, Charles Twelfth ; read over 

ikspeare, and various other works in prose and 

ktry; she particularly liked " Addison," and read 

lost every day a portion of the Spectator, Her 

dent love of literalure seldom interfered with her 

tocial dispositions, never with her domestic affections; 

be was ever the life and joy of the home circle. 

jreat demands were made on her feelings about this 

ime, by two extraordinary domestic events ; the mar- 

■jage and removal of her eider sister, her beloved 

rieod and companion ; and the birth of another, the 

le Margaret, so often the fond subject other poetry, 

w, and doubtless sanative emotions were called 

hi by this last event. The following lines from her 

ilished poems were written about this lime. 

Sweet babe '. I cannot hope tliat tliou 'It be freed 
From woea, to all since earliest time decreed i 
But moy'st Ihoa be with resignalion blessed. 
To bear each evil, liuwEoe'er distressed. 

May Hope her anchor tend amid ihe ebum, 
Ann o'er the tempest rear !ier angel form ; 
Maf tweet Beaevolence, whose words are peace. 
To the rude whirlwind Bufllf whisper— 



And may Religion, Heaven's own darlingr child. 
Teach thee at nunian cares and griefs to smile; 
Teach thee to look beyond litis world of woe, 
To Heaven's high fount whence mercies ever flon 
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And there *8 a smile on nature's face, 

When evening spreads her shades aiooDd; 

A pensive smile when twinkling stars 
Are glimmering thro* the vast pit^bund. 

Bat there's a smile, 'tis sweetei stiD, 

Tis one fiir dearer to my soal; 
It is a smile which angels might 

Upon their brightest list enrol. 

It is the smile of innocence, 

Of sleeping infancy's light dream ; 
Like lightning on a summer's eve, 

It sheds a Boft and pensive gleam. 

It dances round the dimpled cheek. 

And tells of happiness within ; 
It smiles what it can never speak, 

A human heart devoid of sin. 

The three last most beautiful stanzas must have 
been inspired by the sleeping infant on her lap, and 
they seem to have reflected her soul^s image ; as we 
have seen the little inland lake catch and give back 
the marvellous beauty of the sunset clouds. ** Soon 
after her marriage," says Mrs. Davidson, ** her sister, 
Mrs. Townsend, removed to Canada, and many cir- 
cumstances combined to interrupt her literary pursuits, 
and call forth, not onlv the energies of her 'mind, but 
to develope the filial devotion and total sacrifice of all 
selfish feelings, which gave a new and elevated tone 
to her character, and showed us that there was no 
gratification either in pursuance of mental improve- 
ment, or personal ease, but must bend to her high 
standard of filial dutv-'* Her mother was verv Hi, 
and, to add to the calamity, her monthly nurse was 
taken sick, and left her — the infant, too, was ill. Lu- 
cretia sustained her multiplied cares with firmness 
and eflliciency: the conviction that she was doing her 
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duty gave her strength elmost preternaturaL I 
again quote her mother's words, for I fear to enf! 
by any 1'ersion of my own, the beautiful exampla . 
this conECientious little being. " Lucreiia astousbl 
us all ; he took her station in my sick room, and il 
voted 1 rself wholly to the mother and the cJiild: n 
when y recovery became doubtful, instead of n 
signinj mrefilf tn crrinf. hp.r fiTcrtions were redoubU 
not only ..-.-; n le aick, but she 

angel of consolation to i Dieted father ; u 
amazed at the exertions , : made, and lite fitiisd 
she endured; for with n^n so weak, a conslitiif" 
so delicate, and '' lo exquisite, we Irernl 

lest she should iety and fatigue. Unt 

it ceased lo be ..,, „..j performed not oaly 

duty of a nurst, icted as superintendent of , 

household." When her mntlier became convalescoU 
Lucretia continued hei . ions to domestic a&tn 
' " She did not so much to her ruling passio 

to took into a booi ;e up a pen (says 

mother), lest she sh. .in become so ahsottM 

in them as to n^let.^ ^ iwifomi those little ofBJr^ 
which a feeble, afieclionale mother had a right 
claim at her hands. As to be expected from I 
intimate union of st idy, when her mind n 

starved, it became c nd her body weak ; ai 

in spite of her filial < u,, :r mother detected te) . 
on her cheeks, was uiaimeu by her excessive pak 
ness, and expressed her appi ehensions that she wa 
ill. "No, mamma," she replied, "not ill, only out-o 
spirits," Her mother then remarked, that of late, ■! 
never read or wrote. She burst into tears, — a fi 
explanation followed, and the generous mother su 
ceeded in convincing her child that she had be* 
misguided in the course she had adopted, that tl 
strongest wjah of her heart waa to advance tu» i 
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her literary career, and for this she would make 
ftvery exertion in her power ; at the same time she 
irery judiciously advised her to iolersperse her literary 
pursuits with those domestic occupations so essential 
to prepare every woman in our land for a housewife, 
■her probable destiny. 

This conversation had a most happy efTecl; the 
fetream flowed again in its natural channel, and Lu- 
cretia became cheerful, read and wrote, and practised 
Irawing. She had a decided taste for drawing, and 
^celled in it. She sung over her work, and in every 
way manifested the healthy condition that results 
Irom a wise obedience to the laws of nature. 

We trust there are thousands of young ladies in 
our land, who at the call of filial duty would cheer- 
' fully perform domestic labour; but if there are any 
who would make a strong love 'for more elevated 
and refined pursuits, an excuse for neglecting these 
coarser duties, we would commend them to the ex- 
■ample of this conscientious child. She, if any could^, 
Lmight have pleaded her genius, or her delicate 
health, or her mother's most tender indulgence, for a 
^ilure, [hat in her would have hardly seemed to us 
% fsulL 

During this summer, she went to Canada with her 
mother, where she revelled in an unexplored library, 
and enjoyed most heartily (he social pleasures at her 
mster's. They frequently had a family concert of 
music in the evening. Mrs. Townsend (her sister) 
accompanied the instruments with her fine voice. 
Lucretia was often moved by the music, and par- 
ticularly by her favourite song, Moore's " Farewell 
to my Harp ;" this she would have sung to her at 
Xwilight, when it would excite a shivering through 
ler whole frame. On one occasion, she becamO 
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cold and pale, and was near faintiDg, and afin 
poured her excited feelings forth in ihe fe» 
address : — 

TO MY SISTER. 

WheD evening spreads her shadee antind. 
And daiknese filJa Lhe arch of Heaven ; 

Wbett not a muririur, nor a Boiiod 
To fancy's sportive ear is giveo; 

When the bread orb of Heaven is bright. 
And looks around wilh golden eje ; 

When nature, soilened by lier light, 
Seems calmly, solemnly to lie ; 

Then, when our thoughts are raised above 
This world, aot) alJ this world can give; 

Oh, sister, sing the aong I love. 
And tears of gratitude receive. 

The song which thrills my bosom's core. 
And hovering, trembles, half afraid, 

Oh sister, aing the song once more 
Which ne'ei for mortal ear was made. 

'T were almost sacrilege to sing 
Those notes amid the glare of day 

Notes borne by angela' purest wing, 
And watled by tneii brealh away. 

When sleeping in my graas-grown bed, 
Shouldst thou still linger here above, 

Wilt thou not kneel beside my head. 
And, sister, sing the song I loveT 

We insert here a striking circumstance that _ 
red during a visit to her sister Ihe following year; 
was at that time employed in writing her Iq 
published poeai, "Amir Khan." Immediately 
oreakfast she went to walk, and not retunuag M 
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r even when the evening approached, Mr. 
^ownsend set forth in search of her. He met her, 
i as her eye encountered his, she smiled and blush- 
id, as if she felt conscious of having been a little 
ridiculous. She said she had called on a friend, and, 
Having found her absent, had gone to her library, 
^here she had been examining some volumes of an 
Bncyctopedia to aid her, we believe, in the oriental 
" iry she was employed upon. She forgot her dinner 
d her tea, and had remained reading, standing, and 
Vrtlh her hat on, till the disappearance of daylight 
-oo^ht her to her senses. In the interval betvfeen 
' visits, she wrote several letters to her friend^ 
h are chiefly interesting from the indications they , 
d of her social and afieciionate spirit. We sub- 
_ n a few extracts. She had returned to Plattsburgfc d 
^Kniid Ihe bustle of a Fonrih of July celebratioiyl 
" We found," she says, " our brother Yankees haa i 
^urned out well to celebrate the Fourth. The wharf J 
ii the hill to the very edge of the water, even thfl.n 
"afls and sloops, were black with the crowd. If sonnt ^ 
y good genius, who presided over my destiny at 
I that lime, had not spread its protecting pinions around 
, tne, like everything else in my possession, I should 
, have lost even my precious self. What a truly ia- 
Lmentable accident it would have been just at that 
[moment ! We took a carriage, and were extricating 

Eourselves from the crowd, when Mr. , who 

Iliad pressed himself through, came to shake hands 

I and bid good-bye. He is now on his way to . 

T Weill here is health, happiness, and a bushel of love 

jio all married people ! Is it possible, you ask, that 

'sister Lue could ever have permitted such a toast to 

i her lips '( We arrived safely at our good old 

le, and found everything as we left iL The chim- 

tey swallows had taken up their residence in the 
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dHiimey, and rairkd the wot frooi tfaadr asbfc 
doos over Uie bearth aod carpet. It looked ~ 
latioa if deed. The grvss n high ia iba jrvffs 

wQd-ro s, double- roses, and nreet-brnn an ii 
Uoom, nd, lake it all to all, tbe tpot looks m^ 
ibe gai< ea of Edeo did afier the expuUioa of ii 
andSvi.. We bed jost dooe taa when 3C em 
and sat m hntn- nr h»\_ What in the name of ^ 
der coal ilk about all thu I 

Someifauw. wesr hml rould not have th 

of; something of aoKuBui leqiteocc that the Ika 
apent glided awifUr, almosl nnmiced. I had Ml 
to myself, let&a-l^e. I h almost forguHeo la 
Tou I had yei a pr ieat of n most be ' 

bouqaei : I wo cbun,. i ia tbe afiemooo ; 

has withered ai i^ — 

■ Witben otld'i tnuuKs, 

TwitA, '» pleuurei.* " 

From tbe »ort of m. u, girl-like allusions _ 
aboveeitracts,io persG-^ » hose initials only are siTi 
lo bouquetaand tfte-J-letes.we inferthat sheihnai " 
bad d»:bred lovers even at this affe. for she vn 
yet rixteen: her mother says she had resolved i 
to marry. " Her reasons," continues her mother^ 
this decision were, that he- riecu liar habits, her * 
,-devotiun to books, and sc ibiinc (as she called 
uolilled her for the care of a family ; she could noV 
justice to husband or children, while her whole $ 
was absorbed in literary pursuits ; she was not wiBI 
to resign them for any man. therefore she had fof 
the resolution lo lead a single life ;" a resolution 
would have lasted probably till she had passed ul, 
the dominion of a stronger passion Ihan her love 
the muses. With aflections like hers, and a 
lovely person and attractive mannerr '-~- 



BIOGRAPHY. 49 

luld scarcely have enabled her fo escape the corn- 
on destiny of her sex. — The following is an extract 
im a letter written after participating in several gay 
rties : " Indeed, mv dear brother, I have turned 
jnd like a lop, for the last two or three weeks, and 
I glad to seal myself once more in my favourite 
rner. How, think you, should I stand it to be 
lirled in the giddy round of dissipation T I come 
ne from the blaze of light, from the laugh of mirth, 
( smile of complaisance, and seeming happiness, 
1 the vision passes from my mind like the brilliant 
; transitory hues of the rainbow ; and 1 think with 
;ret on the many, very many happy hours 1 have 
ised with you and Anne. Oh ! I do want to see 
>u, indeed 1 do, — you think me wild, thoughtless, 
1 perhaps unfeeling; but 1 assure you I can be 
sber, I sometimes think, and I can and do feel. — 
iTiy have you not written 1 not one word in almost 
a weeks ! Dear brother and sister, I must write; 
put dear Anne, I am now doomed to dim your eye 
i cloud your brow, for I know thai what I have to 
kimmunicate will surprise and distress you. Our 
lar cousin John is dead ! Oh ! I need not tell you 
V much, how deeply he is lamented; you knew 
I, and like every one else who did, you loved him. 
»r Eliza ! how mv heart aches for her ! her father, 
r mother, her brother, all gone ; almost the last, the 
crest lie is broken which bound her to life ; what 
vacancy must there be in her hearll how fatal would 
prove to almost every hope in life, were we allowed 
D a momentary glimpse of futurity I for often half 
e enjoyments of life consist in the anticipatioa of 
Utsures, which may never be ours." Soon after this 
Icrelia witnessed the death of a beloved young 
end ; it was the lirst death she had seen, and it had 
natural effect on a reflecting and sensitive mind. 
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Her thoughts wandered through eternity by the ligk 
of religion, the only light that penetrates beyond Um 
death-bed. — She wrote many religious pieces ; but t 
I hope another volume of her poems will be given t 
the public, I have merely selected the following ^— 

Oh, that the eag^e*8 wing were mine, 

I'd soar above the dreary earth; 
I 'd spread my wings, and riae to join 

The immortal fountain of my birth. 

For what is joy t bow soon it fiides, 

The childish vision of an hour ! 
Though warm and brilliant are its shades, 

'Tis but a frail and fading flower. 

And what is hope! it is a light 

Which leads us on deluding ever. 
Till lost amid the shades of ni^ht 

We sink, and then it flies for ever! 

And what is love ! it is a dream, 

A brilliant fable framed by youth; 
A bubble dancing on life*s stream. 

And sinking 'neath the eye of truth. 

And what are honour, glory, fame, 
But death's dark watchwords to the grave; 

The victim dies, and lo! his name 
Is stamp'd in life's red rolling wave. 

And what are all the joys of life, 

But vanity, and toil, and woe; 
What but a bitter cup of ffrie( 

With dregs of sin and oeath below. 

This world is but the first dark gate 

Unfolded to the wakening soul; 
But death unerring led by fate, 

Shall Heaven's oright fortals backward rolL 
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Then ehall this unchained spirit fly 

On to the God who gave it life; 
Rejoicing as it soars on high, 

Released from danger, doubt, and strife. 

There will it pour its anthems forth, 

Bending before its Maker*s throne; 
The great I AM, who gave it birth. 

The Almighty God, the dread unknown. * 

^uring this winter her application to her books was 
so unremitting, that her parents again became alarmed 
for her health, and persuaded her occasionally to join 
in the amusements of Flattsburgh. ' She came home 
one night at twelve o'clock, from a ball, and after 
giving a most lively account of all she had seen and 
heard to her mother, she quietly seated herself at the 
table, and wrote her *^ Keflections after leaving a 
Ball-room." Her spirit, though it glided with kind 
sympathies into the common pleasures of youth, never 
seemed to relax its tie to the spiritual world. During 
the summer of 1824, Captain Partridge visited Flatts- 
burgh, with his soldier scholars. 

Military display had its usual exciting efTect on Miss 
Davidson*s imagination, and she addressed << to the 
Vermont Cadets" the following spirited stanzas, which 
might have come from the martial Clorinda : — 

Pass on ! for the bright torch of glory is beaming ; 
Go, wreathe round jrour brows the green laurels of fame. 
Around you a halo is brilliantly streaming, 
And history lingers to write down each name. 

Yes ! ye are the pillars of liberty's throne ; 
When around you^ the banner of glory shall wave, 
America proudly shall claim you her own ; 
And freedom and honour shall pause o*er each grave I 

A watch-fire of glory, a beacon of light. 

Shall gttid^ you to Honour, shall point you to Fame; 
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The heart that shrinks back, be it boried in night. 
And withered with dim tears of sorrow and shame ! 

Though death should await you, 'twere glorious to die 
With the glow of pure honour still warm on the brow ; 
With a lignt sparkling brightly around the dim eye. 
Like the smile of a spirit still lingering below. 

Pass on, and when war in his strength shall arisen 
RuBh on to the conflict and conquer or die ; 
I^t the clash of your arms proudly roll to the skiee: § 
Be blest, if victorious — ano cursed, if you fly ! 

It was about this time that she finished ** Amir 
Khan," and began a tale of some length, which ihe 
entitled the ** Recluse of the Saranac.'' ^ Ami 
Khan" has long been before the public, but WB 
think it has suffered from a general and very natanl 
distrust of precocious genius. The versification a 
graceful, the story beautifully developed, and tk 
orientalism well sustained. We think it would not 
have done discredit to our best popular poets in thB 
meridian of their fame : as the production of a giii 
of fifteen, it seems prodigious. — On her mother discuh 
vering and reading a part of her romance, Lucretii 
manifested her usual shrinkings, and with maoT 
tears exacted a promise that she would not again loot 
at it till it was finished ; she never again saw it til 
after her daughter's death. Lucrctia had a nKMt 
whimsical fancy for cutting sheets of paper into nar- 
row strips, sewing them together and writing on both 
sides ; and once playfully boasting to her mother of 
having written some yards, she produced a roll, and 
forbidding her mother's approach, she measured off 
twenty yards ! She often expressed a wish to spend 
one fortnight alone, even to the exclusion of her little 
pet-sister ; and Mrs. Davidson, eager to afibrd her 
every gratification in her power, had a room prepared 
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for her recess ; her dinner was sent up to her, she 
declined coming down to tea, and her mother, on 
going to her apartment, found her writing, — her plate 

untouched. 

Some secret joy it was natural her mother should 
feel at this devotion to intellectual pleasure ; but her 
^ood sense or her maternal anxiety got the better of 
It, and she persuaded Lucretia to consent to the inter- 
ruption of a daily walk. It was about thi^ period 
that she became acquainted with the gentleman who 
was destined to influence the brief space of life that 
remained to her. The late Hon. Moss Kent, with 
whom her mother had been acquainted for many 
years, previous to her marriage, had often been a 
guest at the house of Dr. Davidson, but it had so hap- 
pened that he had never met Lucretia since her early 
jchildhood. Struck with some little effusions which 

were in the possession of his sister, Mrs. P , he 

went immediately to see Mrs. Davidson, to ask the 
privilege of reading some of her last productions. 
On his way to the house he met Lucretia ; he had 
been interested by the reputation of her genius and 
modesty ; no wonder that the beautiful form in which 
it was enshrined should have called this interest into 
sudden and effective action. Miss Davidson was just 
sixteen — ^her complexion was the most beautiful bru- 
nette, clear and brilliant, of that warm tint that seems 
to belong to lands of the sun rather than to our 
chilled regions; indeed her whole organization, mental 
as well as physical, her deep and quick sensibility, 
her early development, were characteristics of a 
warmer clime than ours ; her stature was of the mid- 
dle height, her form slight and symmetrical, her hair 
Erofuse, dark, and curling, her mouth and nose regu- 
ir, and as beautiful as if they had been chiselled by 
an inspired artist ; and through this fitting medium 
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beamed hn- sngdk; ^nit. ** Mr. Keat, «dA ll 
enihusissai iohefent m bis nslnre, aftor awi 
ber cofiunoo^ce book, raotvod, if he ooold Jm 
, ber parenu to resign Locretia lo lot care, <b it 
ber every facility fur impraranetii that ochjU h 
taioed in tbe couiury — sod in sfaort, be pruMMl 
adopt her as his own child. Her parents uwk 
5ubji I-"--™- :-•-— : — lod complied so &ri 
his I ■; u 3 [leniui him to Id 

actm, iKSi in fa. ation, defenriti^ lo i 

coonderanon, tbe que if his adoptir^ faer. 

she IJTed, they would, no doubt, have cotaaak 
his plan. It was, after scxne de&beration, rinr M 
send her a few moDifas to the Troy Seminary, ■ 
tbe same evening she wrtMe the foltowit^ loB 
' her brother and sister: — 

• "What think you? 'f-^ another mooo dm- 
rcund as my shield," 1 sh I be at Mrs. WUlatA 
minary ; in a fortnight \ shall probably hava 
Platt^urgh, not to reium at least luiii] the Gxjmli 
of sx months. Oh ! I am so delighted, so haiani 
shall scarcetv «<at, drink, or steep for a mooth to oM 
You utd Ai nust both write to tne ofien, and a 
must not latjgu yov 'htnk of poor Lulv in 

far-famed ciiyo ■" '•' jping handkerchiaft,! 
^ gloves, drc; in sDOi ciiiins of e^-erj-tbitigf t_ 

T 1 1 is weH if you can reo<< what I have wrnne%1 
papa and mamma are 1 ing, aod my head «ti 
like a top. Oh ! how my poor bead aches ! " 
surprise as I have had !" 

On the 24th of November, 1824, she left K. 
health oo ber cbeek and in her bosom, and fln 
with tbe most ardent expectations of getting tn 
forward in the career her desires were fixod a 
But even at this moment her fond devotion | 
mother was beaulifBUT expre~-^ " -~ 
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Iich she left where ihey would meet her eye as 
n as the parting tears were wiped away. These 
tanzas are already published, and I shall only quote 
wo from them, striking for their tenderness and truth. 

*■ 7^> thee my lay Js due, the simple son^ 
Which nature gave me at life's opening day ; 
r To Ibee these rude, these antaugbt Ettaina belong, 
Wbtse heart, indulgent, will not sparn my lay ! 

[ •■ Oh say, amid Ihia wililerness of life 

What bosom would have throbbed like thioe for me 1 
Who wnuid ba»e smiled responsive T Who in grief 
'Would e'er have felt, and feeling, grieved like theel' 

SThe following extracts from her letters, which were 
Iways filled with yearnings for home, will show that 
er afiections were the strong-hold of her nature. 
" Troy Senninary, December Cih, 182-1. Here I 
m at last; and what a naughty girl 1 was, when T 
'^as at Aunt Schuyler's, that I did not write you 
iTorything 1 But to tell the truth, I was topsylurvy,- 
ad so I am now ; but in despite of calls from tb^ 
,'ouiig ladies, and of a hundred new faces, and neff 
lames which are constantly ringing in my ears, £^ 
Jave set myself down, and will not rise until I have* 
vritien an account of everything to my dear mother, j 
^ am contented; yet, notwithstanding, I have once | 
r twice turned a wishful glance towards my dear- 
[oved home. Amidst all the parade of wealth, in ibe 
nlendid apartments of luxury, I can assure you, my 
learest mother, that I had rather be with you in our 
I lowly home, than in the midst of all this cere- 
Ob, mamma, I like Mrs. Wiltard. ' And so ibis 
B my girl, Mrs. Scbuyk " said she, and took me af- 
Mtionatety by the hand. i, I want to see you so 
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mmdkl StttaoM nol ihinV cf it now. I ■ 
M fMi m I «••. mk) ihink ocri; of n 

[■rd! km ber and il 
risiher getta^ oo i 

TfeebMcnlbn iAmtd w«n un| 
dMrfoa her •' boom's deptK" 

•racfl!. Ma nwj' fa > much of s 

* kde lour aoir, e agaia c 

«ciAm. Mr. K. ckucD ORB UMlay. Oh. In i 

gp«if He Mayed MMne ^me, and broagte a | 

mmf books; out I lisar I thall hare liitib di 

fea/i«ljfci bta «riul apperlaiiu to my stodie*. 

^MmitMg Karoo't Ewtneoti of Criticism, -^ 

rF;»»:i», atUaDtBag to Geological leclurca. c 
fs*4iaffe ftj'¥>% torrid little atleotion to j 
IcanMCC to daoc*." 

■ ifxlicaled great 
aad i eb W ty , and awakened her mother's i_^ 
moon. ThB DRl waa writlcD more cheerfuUyr 

.1 fly to j'Oii.'' Ac nyt, " for consolation in i ' 
tatmwt, m> I tors to you, my dear mother. 
ixifiti^ki all my joys. The clouds that t 
my miod have di«per*ed, and I turn to yoa i 

' far lazbtcr >«ol than when 1 last wrote. 

IrtMi Mr, K- called yetterday." She then ( 

the palcroal ittttt'xi be took in her health and] 
pioen, ctp rwe t a Irembling apprehension 
■Iwdd be dttappointcd in the amount of her hnpi 
menl, and lainenis the loss of time from her fM 
iodi(po«tion. "How, my dear mother," she i 
" nhall I express my gratitude to my kind, my € 
lent friend ? What is fell as deeply as T " " 
oUigaiioa. camwl be expressed f but 1 <"°' 
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do feel." It must be remembered that these were 
.. not formal and obligatory letters to her guardian, but 
: the spontaneous ovefflowing of her heart in her pri- 
'. vate correspondence with her mother. 

We now come to a topic, to which we would ask 
, the particular attention of our readers. Owing to 
.' many causes, but chiefly, we believe, to the demand 
for operatives in every department of society in our 
country, the work of school education is crowded 
into a very few years. The studies, instead of being 
' selected, spread through the whole circle of sciences. 
The school period is the period of the young animal's 
physical growth and development ; the period when 
the demands of the physical nature are strongest, 
L and the mental weakest. Then our young men are 
I immured in colleges, law schools, divinity schools, 
&c.; and our young ladies in boarding-schools* 
where, even in the best regulated, the provisions for 
exercise in the open air are very insufficient. In the 
city schools, we are aware, that the difficulties to be 
overcome to achieve this great object are nearly in-- 
superable, we believe quite so ; and, if they are so^ 
should not these establishments be placed in the coun^ 
tiyT Are not health and physical vigour the basis 
oi mental health and vigour, of usefulness and happi^ 
ness ? What a proportion of the miseries- of the more 
favoured classes of our females result from their in- 
validism 1 What feebleness of purpose^ weakness of 
execution, dejection, fretfulness, mental and moral 
imbecility I 

The case would not be so bad, if the misery envied 
with one generation, with the mother cut off in the 
midst of her days, or dragging on to three-score and 
ten, her unenjoyed and profitless existence. But that 
is not so : there are.hosts of living witnesses in the 
sickly, pale drooping children of our nurseries. There 
5 
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are multitudes who tell us that our ch'mate will not 
permit a delicate female to exercise in the open air. { 
if the climate is bad, so much the more important ii i 
it to acquire strength to resist it. ' Besides, if out-ot 
door exercise is not at all times attractive, we know it 
is not impossible. We know delicately bred femalob 
who during some of our hardest winters, have not for 
more than a day or two lost their exercise abroad 
When, in addition to the privation of pleasurable 
exercise, (for the walk in funeral procession, attended 
by martinets, and skewered by city decorums, can ^ 
scarcely be called pleasurable,) the school-girl is con- 
fined to her tasks from eight to ten hours, in rooms 
sometimes too cold, sometimes too hot, where her 
fellow-sufferers are en masse, can we wonder at the 4 
result ? 1 

How far this evil may have operated in shortening 
the life of Lucretia Davidson, we cannot say ; but we 
cannot but think, that her devoted and watchful friends 
erred in sending a creature so delicate in her constitih 
tion to any boarding-school, even the best conducted 
inctitution. We certainly do not mean to express at 
amply any censure of the •* Troy Seminary. We 
have no personal knowledge of it ; but we believe no , 
similar institution has more the confidence of the com- 
munity $ and, as it has been now many years estab- 
lished and tried, it is fair to believe it deserves it. 

An arrangement of these boarding-schools, that 
bore very hard upon Miss Davidson, was the public 
examination.*^ These examinations are appalling to 

"* J did not intend remarking upon the influence these ezimi- 
I nations Jhave on the seholar^s progress; but I cannot forbear 
quoting the following pertinent passage from President Hopkim^s 
Inaugural Address. ** There arc not wanting schools in this 
country, in which the real interests and progress of the popUf 
are lacrificed to their appearance at examination. But the vani^f 



> 
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a sensitive mind. Could they be proved to be of man- 
ifest advantage to the scholarship of the youn^ ladies, 
we should doubt their utility on the whole. But even 
where they are conducted with perfect fairness, are 
they a test of scholarship ? Do not the bold outface, 
and the indolent evade them? The studious are 
stimulated, and the sensitive and shrinking, if stimu- 
lated, are appalled and disconcerted by them, so that 
the condiment affects those only whose appetites are 
already too keen. 

But the experience of Miss Davidson is more per- 
suasive than any reasoning of ours, and we shall give 
it in her own language, in occasional extracts from 
her letters to her mother. 

•* We now begin to dread the examination. Oh, 
horrible ! seven weeks, and I shall be posted up before 
all Troy, all the students from Schenectady, and per- 
' haps five hundred others. What shall I do ? 

" I have just received a note from Mr. K. in which 
he speaks of your having written to him of my illness. 
I was indeed ill, and very ill, for several days, and in 
my deepest dejection wrote to you ; but do not, my 
dearest mother, be alarmed about me. My appetite 
is i\pt perfectly good, but quite as well as wnen I was 
at home. The letter was just such a one as was 
calculated to soothe my feelings, and set me completely 
at rest. He expressed a wish that my stay here 
should be prolonged. What think you, mother ? I 
should be delighted by such an arrangement. This 
place really seems quite like home to me, though not 
my own dear home. I like Mrs. Willard, I love the 
girls, and I have the vanity to think I am not actually 
disagreeable to them." 

of parents most be flattered, and the memory is overbardened, 
and studies are forced on prematurely, and a system of in^tr 
school iostrnctioo is carried forward into maturer life." 
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We come now to another expression (partly seri- 
ous and partly bantering, for she seems to have uni- 
formly respected her instructress) of her terrors of 
" examination." 

*' We are all engaged » heart and hand, preparing 
for this awful examination. Oh, how I dread it ! Bat 
there is no retreat. I must stand firm to my post, or 
experience ail the anger, vengeance, and punistimeDtfl, 
which will, in case of delinquency or flight, be exer- 
cised with the most unforgivmg acrimony. We are 
in such cases excommunicated, henceforth and for 
ever, under the awful ban of holy Seminary ; and the 
evil eye of false report is upon us. Oh mamma, I do 
though, jesting apart, dread this examination ; but 
nothing short of real and absolute sickness can excuse 
a scholar in the eyes of Mrs. Willard. Even that 
will not do it to the Trojan world around us ; for if a 
young lady is ill at examination, they say, with a 
sneer, < Oh, she is ill of an examination-fever !* Thus 
you see, mamma, we have no mercy cither from 
friends or foes. We must * do or die J Tell Morris 
he must write to me. Kiss dear, dear little Margaret 
for me, and don't let her forget poor sister Luly^ and 
tell all who inquire for me that I am well, but in 
awful dread of a great examination." 

The following extract is from a letter to her friends, 
who had written under the impression, that all letten 
received by the young ladies were, of course, read 
by some one of the oincers of the institution. 

'' Lp ! just as I was descending from the third story, 
(for you must know I hold my head high,) your letter 
was put into my hands, roor little wanderer! I 
really felt a sisterly compassion for the poor little 
folded paper. I kissed it for the sake of those who 
sent it forth into the wide world, and put it into my 
bosom. But oh, when I read it ! Now, Anne, I will 
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tell you the truth ; it was cold ; perhaps it was writ- 
ten on one of your cold Canada days, or perchance 
it lost a little heat on the way. It did not seem to 
come from the very heart of hearts; it looked as 
though it were written ' to a young lady at the Troy 
Seminary/ not to your dear, dear, dear sister Indy, 
Mr. EL. has thus far been a father to me, and I thank 
him ; but I will not mock my feelings by attempting 
to say how much I thank him." 

" My dear mother ! oh how I wish I could lay my 
head upon your bosom ! I hope you do not keep my 
letters, for I certainly have burned all yours,* and I 
stood like a little fool and wept over their ashes, and 
when I saw the last one gone, I felt as though I had 
parted with my last friend." Then, after expressing 
ao earnest wish that her mother would destroy her 
letters, she says, " They have no connection. When 
I write, everything comes crowding upon me at 
once; my pen moves too slow for my brain and 
my heart, and I feel vexed at myself, and tumble in 
everything together, and a choice medley you have 
of it!'* 

** I attended Mr. Ball's public (assembly) last night, 
and had a delightful evening ; but now for something 
of more importance — Ex-am-Una-tum ! I had just 
begun to be engaged, heart and hand, preparing for 
it, wheny by some means, I took a violent cold. I 
was unable to raise my voice above a whisper, and 
coughed incessantly. On the second day, Mrs. Wil- 
lard sent for Dr. Robbins ; he said I must be bled, 
and take an emetic ; this was sad ; but oh, mamma, v 
I could not speak or breathe without pain." There 

* This was in consequence of a positive command from her 
moCher. 

6* 
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arc further details of pains, remedies, and consequent 
exhaustion ; and yet this fragile and precious crea- 
ture was permitted by her physician and friends, 
kind and watchful friends too, to proceed in her sui- 
cidal preparations for examination ! There was no- 
thing uncommon in this injudiciousness. Such viola- 
tions of the laws of our physical nature are every 
day committed by persons, in other respects, the 
wisest and the best ; and our poor little martyr may 
not have suffered in vain, if her experience awakens 
attention to the subject. 

In the letter from which we have quoted above, 
and which is filled with expressions of love for the 
dear ones at home, she continues : " Tell Morris I 
will answer his letter in full next quarter, but now I 
fear I am doing wrong, for I am yet quite feeUe, 
and when I get stronger, I shall be very avaricious 
of my time, in order to prepare for the coming 
week. 

" We must study morning, noon, and night J 
shaU rise between two and jowr now every mornings 
till the dreaded day is past 1 rose the other night 
at twelve, but was ordered back to bed again. You 
see, mamma, I shall have a chance to become an 
.early riser here.'* " Had I not written you that I 
was coming home, I think I should not have seen you 
this winter. All my friends think I had better re- 
main here, as the journey will be long and cold; but 
oh ! there is that at the journey's end, which would 
tempt me through the wilds of Siberia — father, 
mother, brothers, sisters, home. Yes, I shall come/* 

We insert some stanzas, written about this time, 
not so much for their poetical merit, as for the play- 
ful spirit that beams through them, and which seems 
Hke sunbeams smiling on a cataract. 






A WEEK BEFORE EXAMLXaTIOX. 

One ftis a beaadie. case m cdd, 
Ooe fau bef seek is fiuuel retlad; 
A^ tse eaapaict, aai too ar» toJd 

' XextVesk's emaiauuB.* 

One fr»& mod SC3^ isi la::^.*^ £sd cHes^ 

Afik bill Vit ciBfe, mod e&ch r?pje& 

* Xen week's er&ainatuc' 



Ox» baas ber kK>k& iben rn^^ then: tiga:. 
And stailes o:cL:r.r. dxc i^d ni^t:. 
As !b{>3Z!i ^d --:>:£ i>~4ae srruifr? dei^t 

* Is w>ffse ex&siottioQs.^ 



The brainf w/j; ni:c:::^r.t Usks i»r2-:xbsc. 

In a letter. Fehriiary 10:h, she says, •" The dreaded 
"work of exaT/Inaiion is now g'">lni: on. niy dear mo- 
ther. To-morrow evsr/isz. which wili be ihe last. 
axKl is aSways :ne r/.os: crowded, is the lime fixed 
upon for Ti\y eztrit u>^n the field of action. Oh! 
I bov« I shall no: disgrace mvse'j". li is the rule 
here lo reserve ihe best classes ii]i the las:: so I 
sappr<se I mav lake it as a corr.p]l::-.er.: :ha: u'e are 
delaved.-' 

*• iFebnarv l'2:h. The examiaat: >ri is over. E 
E ■ did herself and her native \*illa^e honour: bu: 
as for vour poor Luiv, she ac^uiiteJ her>elf. 1 inis!, 
decently! Oh! irianiina. I was S3 frijrjieried 1 buU 
although my face glowed and my voice treTibled. I 
did make out :o ge: ihroj^h. f.-r [ knew my lessons. 
The room was crowded almost !"» s;;fr>cation. All 
was still — ^the fail of a pin couli have been heard — 
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and I tremble when I think of it even now.'* No one 
can read these melancholy records without emotioa 

Her visit home during the vacation was given up* 
in compliance with the advice of her guardian. ** I 
wept a good long hour or so/' she says, with her 
characteristic gentle acquiescence, " and then nuule 
up my mind to be content." 

In ^ her next letter she relates an incident very 
striking in her eventful life. 

It occurred in returning to Troy, after her vaca- 
tion, passed happily with her friends in the vicinity. 
"Uncle went to the ferry with me," she says, ** wiiere 
we met Mr. Paris. Uncle rilaced me under his care, 
and, snugly seated by his side, I expected a very plea- 
sant ride, with a very pleasant gentleman. All was 
pleasant, except that we expected every instant that 
all the ice in the Hudson would come drifting against 
us, and shut in scow, stage, and all, or sink us to tlie 
bottom, which, in either case, you know, mother, 
would not have been quite so agreeable. We had 
just pushed from the shore, I watching the ice with 
anxious eyes, when, lo! the two leaders made a tre- 
mendous plunge, and tumbled headlong into the river. 
I felt the carriage following fast after; the other two 
horses pulled back with all their power, but the lead- 
ers were dragging them down, dashing and plunging, 
and flouncing in the water. < Mr. Paris, in mercy let 
us get out !' said I. But, as he did not see the horses, 
he felt no alarm. The moment I informed him they 
were overboard, he opened the door, and cried, * Get 
out and save yourself, if possible ; I am old and stiff, 
but I will follow in an instant.' < Out with the lady! 
let the lady out !' shouted several voices at once ; * the 
other horses are about to plunge, and then all will be 
over.' I made a lighter spring than many a lady 
does in a cotillion, and jumped upon a cake of ice. 
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Mr. Paris followed, and we stood, (I trembling like a 
leafy) expecting every instant that the next plunge of 
ihe drowning norses would detach the piece of ice 
QpoD which we were standing, ieind send us adrift ; 
but 9 thank Heaven, after working for ten or fifteen 
minutes, by dint of ropes, and cuttins them away 
from the other horses, they dragged me poor crea- 
tures out, more dead than alive. 

** Mother, don*t you think I displayed some cou- 
rage ? I jumped into the stage again, and shut the 
door, while Mr. Paris remained outside, watching the 
movement of affairs. We at length reached here, and 
I am alive, as you see, to tell the story of my woes," 
In her next letter she details a conversation with 
Mrs. Willard, full of kind commendation and sood 
counsel.. ** Mamma,*' she concludes, *'you would be 
justified in thinking me a perfect lump of vanity and 
egotism; but I have always related to you every 
thought, every action of my life. I have had no con- 
cealments from you, and I have stated these matters 
to you because they fill me with surprise. Who 
would think the accomplished Mrs. Willard would 
admire my poor daubing, or my poor anything else I 
Oh, dear mamma, I am so happy now ! so contented ! 
£very unusual movement startles me. I am con- 
stantly afraid of something to mar it." 

The next extract is from a letter, the emanation of 
her affectionate spirit, to a favourite brother seven 
years old. 

** Dear L , I am obli^d to you for your two 

very interesting epistles, and much doubt whether I 
could spell more ingeniously myself. Reallv, I have 
some idea of sending them to the printers, to be struck 
off in imitation of a Chinese puzzle. Your questions 
about the stars I have been cogitating some time pastt 
and am of the opinion, that, if there are beings inha- 
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biting tnose heavenly regions, they must be content to 
feed, cameleon-like, upon air; for even were we dis- 
posed to spare them a portion of our earth gufficient 
to plant a garden, I doubt whether the attraction of 

Sravitation would not be too strong for resistaDce. and 
le unwilling clod return to its pale brethren of the 
valley ' to rest in ease inglorious.' So far from burn- 
ing your precious letters, my dear little brother, I 
carefully preserve them in a little pocket-book* and 
when I feel lonely and desolate, and think of my dear 
home, I turn them over and over again. Do write 
often, my sweet little correspondent, and believe me," 
&c. &c. 

Her next letter to her mother, written in March, 
was in a melancholy strain ; but as if to avert ber 
parent's consequent anxieties, she concludes : 

*< I hope you will feel no concern for my health or 
happiness. Do, my dear mother, try to be cheerfolf 
and have good courage." 

*' I have been to the Rensselaer school, to attend 
the philosophical lectures. They are delivered by 
the celebrated Mr. Eaton, who has several students, 
young gentlemen. I hope they will not lose their 
heart's among twenty or thirty pretty girls. For my 
part, I kept my eyes fixed as fast as might be upon 
the good old lecturer, as I am of the opinion that he 
is the best possible safeguard, with his philosophy and 
his apparatus ; for you know philosophy and love are 
sworn enemies !" 

Miss Davidson returned to Plattsburgh during the 
spring vacation. Her mother, when the first rapture 
of reunion was over, the first joy at finding her child 
unchanged in the modesty and naturalness of her 
deportment, and fervour of her aflections, became 
alarmed at the indications of disease, in the extreme 
fragility of her person, and the deep and fluctuating 
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colour of her cheek. Lucretia insisted, and, deceived 
by that ever-deceiving disease, believed she was well. 
She was gay and full of hope, and could hardly be 
persuaded to submit to her father's medical prescrip- 
tions ; but the well-known crimson spot, that so often 
flushed ber cheeky was regarded by him with the 
deepest anxiety, and he shortly called counsel. During 
her stay at home she wrote a great deal. Like the 
bird, which is to pass away with the summer, she 
seemis to have been ever on the wing, pouring forth 
the spontaneous melodies of her soul. The following 
are a few stanzas from a piece 

"ON SPRING.*' 4 

I have seen the fair Spring, I have heard her sweet song, 
As she passed in her lightness and freshness along ; 
The blue wave rolled deeper, the moss-crest looked bright, 
As she breathed o'er the regions of darkness and night 

I have seen the rose bloom on the youthful cheek, 
And the dew of delight 'neath the bright lash break; 
The bounding footstep, scarce pressing the earth. 
And the lip which speaks of a soul of mirth. 

I have seen the winter with brow of care. 
With his soulless eye and his snow-white hair ; 
And whate'er his footsteps had touched was cold, 
As the lifeless stone which the sculptors mould. 

******* 

As I knelt by the sepulchre, dreary and lone, 
Lay the beautiful form in its temple of stone; 
I looked for its coming, — ^the warm wind passed by,— 
I looked for its coming on earth and on high. 

The young leaves gleamed brightly around the cold spot, 
I looked for the spirit, yet still it came not 
Shall the flower of the valley burst forth to the light 
ADd a»n in hi. beauty lie bu^ed in nigiitl 




Tlxsevac wmt^^a ^ i rfil m tm 
zfr. of BxlB^ W «e ibet* ■« ^inB ■ 
ber TnifB dwt wxirid bo vlicfc Ab ww k 

va5 of opnimlfcat ■ chuieeaf v^irf 
]:Tobablr l eH oP E her. mi 
SDce wilfa her own se ' 
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Xotalo bsvc Ifae nreeCneM of ike hit r o t j erf" i^ 
mer. The fakwrne pliyfbi fences are fivH:^ 

•' The boat win be itere ia tafaMT or two^ ^fi 
tun all ready lo dart. Oh. I hi hdT mk. ] W« 
taken lerefal Aoao nf Kwnetfaioe ^Me iVIn iiIJi fit 
a visitii^ treaL Now," she ooBckides her leOfl 
" by your aActicMl for ide. by your pity far the ■«•- 
derer. by your Temembmee'of ifae alnent. br nr 
love fin- each otbei, wk) by aO that u wcred' Is a 
abaeol friend, I charge yon, wriw la ne, aod wis 
often. Ax ye hope to pneper. as ye hope yvnr hij 
to prMpertJand grow (at*) as ye hope fi>r my gia»- 
tade aod aftetion now and hereafter. I charge tm 
write. If ye anlUly neglect this last solenui iowat 
lion of a partnig fheod, my injored vpint will «ift 
y'fu io your tran^rejsions. Ii shall pierce yoa wM 
g'xxeqaillf, and horl down upon yoor recreant ' 
t>i« bnimnnie eoDtenis of the neglected ink. 
Thif if my Inieat, and thj; b my venseaoce. 
iff tM the eonlfary, re shall see fit to honour 
numeroui epMea, which ffaail be Aviv m 

3 
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know ye, that I wili live aod love you. and zk>i c«nly 
you, bat your boy ; So you see upon your own bear- 
iog depends the fuiure faie of the liiiie innocenu *to 
be beloved, or not to be beloved I* They hare come ! 
FareweU, a long fiirewell 1" — 

She proceeded to Aibany, and in a letter dated 
May 1^, 1625, she seems delighted \vi;h her recop- 
tk>D, accommodations, and prospects, at Miss Gilbert's 
scbool. She has vet no anxieties about her health. 
and enters on her career of study with her customary 
ardour. With the most delicate health and constant 
occupation, she found time always to write long let- 
ters to her mother, and the little children at home 
filled with fond expressions. What an example and 
rebuke to the idle school-girl who finds no time for 
these minor duties ! But her studies, to which she 
applied herself beyond her strength, from the con- 
scientious fear of not fulfilling the expectations of her 
friends, were exhausting the sources of life. Her 
letters teem with expressions of gratitude to her 
firiend Mr. K » to Miss Gilbert, and to ail the 
friends around her. She complains of debility and 
want of appetite, but imputes all her ailings to not 
hearing regularly from home. The mails were of 
course at fault, for her mother's devotion never in- 
termitted. The following expressions will show that 
her sensibility, naturally acute, was rendered intense 
by physical disease and suffering. 

** Oh, my dear mother, cannot you send your Luly 
one line? Not one word in two weeks ! I nave done 
nothing but weep all day long. I feel so wretchedly ! 
I am afraid you are ill." 

** I am very wretched, indeed I am. My dear 

mother, am I never to hear from you again 7 I am 

Aome-nct. I know I am foolish ; but I cannot help 

it. To tell the truth, I am half siok* I am so weak, 

6 
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SO laiwoid, I cannot «nt 1 nm oervous, I knowl 
am; Iweep mort of the time. I have blolWfl 
imper lo, that I cannot write. I cannot sturfv oH 
lon«r if I do not hear from you." ' -^ 

Letters from home renovated her for a ftnrdm 
and at Mr. K.^ requen,- she went u> the theatre, m 
gave heradf up, with nil ihe rrcsiiness of vouiM 
leclins:, to the mill of the drama, and raved iM 
llamwt and Ophelia likrj nny other school-girL 1 

Bat her iiei:t tetter tv^nrx lo her nintadv. and fir 
the first time, she expivsacs a fcnr that hcr'diseswl 
beyond the reach of common remedies. Her mote 
wa< alarmed, and would have gone immediaiely fe 
her, but abe was heraeir confin^ to hor room hyt 
lien. Her father's cooler judgment inferred hm 
th«r receiving no letters from Lucretia's frieoit 
that there was nothing immediately ainrming ia U 
■yniptoms. 1 

The next letter removed every doubt. It «« 
scarcely tegible; stitt nhe assures her mother sbel 
better, and d^s she will not risk the consequencettf 
a long joamey. But neither health nor life weigM 
now with the mother against seeing her child. SI 
set off, sod by appc^menl. Joined Mr. K. at WhttI 
baD. Thay proceeded thence to Albany, where, bJM 
tbe first emotions of meeting were over, Lucretia sril 
" Ob manima, I tbouoht I should never have seen M 
again! Btrt, now I nave you here, and can lay a( 
aching bead upon your bosom, 1 shall soon be bett^ 

For a few days the balm seemed effectual: jA 
was better, and tbe physicians believed s)ie vrad 
recover; but her mother was no longer to be pel 
suaded frmn her conviction of the fatal nature offll 
disease, and arrangements were immediately tnad 
lo convey her lo Kaltsburgh. The journey was d 
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There ii a aometbiii^ which I dread. 
It u a dark and fearful thing; 

It steals along with withering tretd. 
Or sweeps on wild destruction's wing. 

That thouffht comes o*er me in the hour 
Of grie( of sickness, or of sadness ; 

'T is not the dread of death ; *t is more<-« 
It is the dread of madn< 



Oh! may these throbbing pulses pause. 

Forgetful of their feverish course ; 
May this hot brain, which, burning, glows 

with all a fiery whirlpoors force, 

Be cold, and motionless, and still 

A tenant of its lowly bed ; 
But let not dark delirium steal — 

(Unfinished.) 

That the records of the last scenes of Lucra^ 
Davidson's life are scanty, is not surprising. Tlie 
materials for this memoir, it must be remembered» 
were furnished by her mother. A victim stretched 
on the rack cannot keep records. She says in general 
terms, ** Lucretia frequently spoke to me of her ap- 
proaching dissolution, with perfect calmness, and as 
an event that must soon take place. In a con vena- 
tion with Mr. Townsend, held at intervals, as her 
strength would permit, she expressed the same senti- 
ments she expressed to me before she grew so weaL 
She. declared her firm faith in the Christian religion, 
her dependence on the divine promises, which she 
said had consoled and sustained her during her illness. 
She said her hopes of salvation were grounded on the 
merits of her Saviour, and that death, which had 
once looked so dreadful to her, was now divested of 
all its terrors." 

Welcome, indeed, should that messenger have beeOt 
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that opened the gates of knowledge, and blissfal im- 
mortality, to such a spirit ! 

Duringr Miss Davidson's residence in Albanv, which 
iras less than three months, she wrote several miscel- 
laneous pieces, and began a long poem, divided into 
cantos, and entitled *OIaritorne, or the Pirate of 
Mexico.'' This she deemed better than anvthing she 
bad previously produced. The amount of her com- 
positions, considering the shortness and multifarious 
occupations of a life of less than seventeen years, is 
juirprising.^ 

\Ve copy the subjoined paragraph from the bio- 
graphical sketch prefixed to •* Amir Khan/' " Her 
poetical writings, which have been collected, amount 
in all to two hundred and seventy-eight pieces of 
various lengths. When it is considered, that there 
are among these at least five regular poems, of several 
cantos each, some estimate mav be formed of her 
poetical labours. Besides these were twenty-four 
school exercises, three unfinished romances, a com- 
plete tragedy, written at thirteen years of age, and 
about fort\' letters, in a few months, to her mother 
alone.-' This statement does not comprise t.he large 
proportion (at least one-third of the whole) which she 
destroyed. 

The genius of Lucretia Davidson has had the meed 
of far more authoritative praise than ours. The 
Ibliowing tribute is from the *' London Quarterly 
Review;" a source whence praise of American pro- 
ductions is as rare as springs in the desert, ihe 
notice is bv Mr. Southev, and is written with the 
earnest feeling that characterizes that author, as 
generous as he is discriminating. " In these poems," 

* She difcd on the 27th of August, lr25, just a moDth before 
her sereDteeath birthdav. 
6* 
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POETICAL REMAINS 
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AN ADDRESS TO MY MUSE. 



Wbt, ^ntie Mufe, wih tboo disdain 
To leod thv stndzis to me! 

Why do I Biq>p]icate in rain 
And bow my heart lo thee ? 

(%! teach me bow to tooch the hre. 
To time the trembling chord; 

Teach me to fiO each heart with fire. 
And melting strains afbrd. 

Sweep but thy hand across the string. 
The woodkoids echo loond. 

And mortals wond^rine, as yon sing, 
Ddighted catch each sound. 

Enchanted when thy voice I hear, 

I drop each earthly care; 
I ieel as waited from the world 

To Fancy's reahns of air. 



nien as I wander, plaintive nng. 
And teach me every strain; 

Teach me to touch the trembling string 
Which now I strike in vain. 
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to J 



AMIR KHAN. 

(Writien iB bsr rizteentli yetr.) 



PART I. 

UGHTLT o*er spire, and dome, and tower, 
16 pale moon shone at midnight hour, 
hile all beneath her smile of Tight 
as resting there in calm delight ; 
rening with robe of stars appears, 
iffht as repentant Peri's tears, 
id o'er her turban's fleecy fold 
fat's crescent stream'd with rays of gold, 
ile etery crystal cloud of Heaven 
>wed as it passed the queen of even. 






meath — calm Cashmere's lovely vale* 
leatbed perfumes to the sighing gale ; 
le amaranth and tuberose, 
mvolvulus in deep repose, 
mt to each breeze which swept their bed, 
r scarcely kissed the dew, and fled 
tie bulbul, with fais lay of love ^ 
ing, 'mid the stillness of the srove ; 
be gulnare blushed a deeper nue,* 
od trembling shed a shower of dew, 
'hich perfumed ere it kiss'd the ground, 
ich zephyr's pinion hovering round. 
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And though to her, as Cashmere's star, 

Kjielt the once haughty Subahdar ;' 

Still, still, Amreta gazed unmoved, 

Nor sighed, nor smiled, nor owned she loved ! 

But, like the Parian marble there. 

So bright, so exquisitely fair, 

She seemed by Nature famed to bless. 

Rich in surpassing loveliness. 

But never from those lips of red 

A single syllable had fled, 

Since Amir Khan first blessed the hour^ 

That placed Amreta in his bower ; 

Within that bower, 'mid twining roses. 

Upon whose leaves the breeze reposes. 

She sits unmoved, while round her flow. 

Strains of sweet music, sad and low; 

Or now, in softer numbers breathing, 

A song of love and sorrow wreathing. 

Such strains as in wild sweetness ran 

Through the sad breast of Amir Khan ! 

He loved, — and oh! — he loved so well 
That sorrow scarce dared break the spell ; 
Though oft Suspicion whispered near 
One vague, one sadly bodins fear, 
A fear that Heaven in wrath had made 
That face with seraph-charms array'd, 
And then denied in mockery there. 
To breathe upon a face so lieiir ! 
Without that spark of heav'nl v flame, 
Which bums unchanging, still the same. 
Without that bright ethereal charm. 
Oh I what were beauty's angel form ? 



The breeze as it sweeps o'er the poisonous flc 
^pping with night's damp blistering show'r, 



flow'r, 
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Laden with woe, disease, and death. 
Fading youth's bloom with its passing breath, 
Blighting each flower of various hue, 
Xe'er o'er its fated victim threw 
So dark a shade, a cloud so drear, 
As hovered o'er the Subahdar. 

Cool and refreshing sighs the breeze 
Through the long walk of tzinnar-trees,* 
And cool upon the water's breast 
The pale moon rocks herself to rest, — 
Yes ! calmer, brighter, cooler far 
Than the fever'd brow of the Subahdar! 

Amreta was fair as the morning beam, 

As it glides o'er the wave of the Wuller's streaDi' 

Bat oh ! she was cold as the marble floor 

That glitters beneath the nightly shower. 

Where was that eye which none could scan, 

Which once belonged to Amir Khan ? 

Where was that voice that mocked the storm 1 

Where was that tall, majestic form ? 

That eye was turn'd in love and woe 

Upon Amreta's changeless brow, 

That haughty form was bending low, 

That voice was utt'ring vow on vow. 

Beneath the lofty plane-tree's shade. 

Before that cold Circassian maid I 

" Oh speak, Amreta ! — but one word ! 
Let one soft sigh confess I 'm heard ! 
Those eyes (than those of yon gazelle 
More bright) a tale of love might tell I 
Then speak, Amreta 1 raise thine eye, 
Blush, smile, or answer with a sign.** 
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:\vas in vain — no sigh — no word 
that his humble suit was heard ; 
d 'neath their silken lashes there, 
lark eyes glanc'd no answered pray*r, 
her cheek no blush was straying, 
nd her lip no smile was playing, 
::alm despair reigned darkly now, 
A.mir Khan's deep-clouded brow. 

. pity that so fair a form 

d want a heart with feeling warm ! 

: pity that an eye so bright 

d beam o'er Reason's clouded night ! 

like a star on Mahmoud's wave,'° 

d glitter o'er a dreary grave : 

rk abyss — a sunless day, 

ndless night without one ray. 

Is at that day, that silent hour, 
a the tall poppy sheds its show'r, 
n all on earth, and all on high 
led breathing slumber's sweetest sigh; 
tiat calm hour when Peris love 
;aze upon the Heaven above, 
>8e portals, bright with many a gem, 
closed — for ever closed on them; 
as at this silent, solemn hour, 
t, gliding from his summer bower, 
Subahdar with noiseless step 
Is like the night-breeze o'er the deep. 

sre glides the haughty Subahdar? 
'ard he glides to where afar 
id Hirney-Purvet rears his head" 
1 above Cashmere's blooming bed, 

7* 
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And twines his turban's fleecy fold 
With many a briUianl ray of gold. 
Or places on liia brow of blue 
The crescent with its silver hue; 

There 'neath a plantain's sacred shade, 
Which deep, and dark, and widely spread, 
Al Shinar's litgh prophetic form 
Held secret counsel with the storm ; 
Hit hand had grasped, with fearleaa might, 
The mantle of descending night ; 
Such matchless skill the prophet knew. 
Such wond'rous feats his hand could do. 
That Persia's realm astonished saw, 
And Cashmere's valley gazed with awet 

itow bowed the lofty Amir Khan, 
Before the high and mighty man. 
And bending o'er the Napiha's stream, 
Which onward rolled its fiery gleam. 
The Subahdar in murmurs told 
Of beauteous form, of bosom cold, 
Of rayless eye, of changeless cheek, 
Of tongue which could or would not speak. 

At length the mourner's tale had ceased. 

He crossed his hands upon his breast, 

He ^oke no word, he breathed no sigh. 

But keenly fixed his piercing eye 

Upon Al Shinar's gloomy brow, 

In all the deep despair of woe; 

The Prophet paused ; — his eye he raised. 

And stem and earnestly he gazed, > 

As if to pierce tite sable veil 

Which would conceal the mournful tale ; — 
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When, starting with a sudden blow, 
He op'd a portal dark and low, 
Which shrouded from each mortal eye 
A] Shinar's cavern broad and high ; 
Twas bright, 'twas exquisitely bright, 
For founts of rich and living light 
There poured their burning treasures forth, 
Which sought again their parent earth. 

Rich vases, with sweet incense streaming, 
Mirrors a flood of brilliance beaming. 
Fountain, and bath, and curling stream. 
At every turn before them beam ; 
And marble pillars, pure and cold. 
And glitt'ring roof, inlaid with gold. 
And gems, and diamonds met his view 
In wild and rich profusion too ; 
And had Amreta's smiles been given, 
This place had been the Moslem heaven ! 

The Prophet paused ; — while Amir Khan 
Gazed, awe-struck, on the wond'rous man ; 
Al Shinar plucked a pale blue flow'r. 
Which bent beneath the fountain's show'r, 
Then slowly turned towards Amir Khan, 
^^d placed the treasure in his hand. 

*^ark me T* he cried ; — " this pensive flower, 
^thered at midnight's magic hour, 
'^ill charm each passion of the breast, 
l^'^d calm each throbbing nerve to rest; 
r"^^ill leave thy bounding bosom warm, 
^®t set death's seal upon thy form ; 

"Vvill leave thee stiff", and cold, and pale, 

^lumberer 'neath an icy veil, 
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But still shall Reason's conscious reign 
Unbroken, undisturbed remain, 
And thou shalt hear, and feel, and know 
Each sigh, each touch, each throb of woer* 

Go, thou ! and if Amreta be 
Worthy of love, and worthy thee, 
When she beholds thee pale and cold, 
Wrapped in the damp sepulchral fold; — 
When her eye wanders for that glow 
Once burninfj on thv marble brow; 
Then, if her bosom's icv frame 
Hath ever warmed 'neath passion's flamCy 
'Twill heave tumultuous as it glows 
Like Baikal's everlasting throes; 
And if, to-morrow eve, you press 
This pale cold flow'ret to your breast. 
Ere morning smiles, its spell will prove 
If that cold heart be worth tliy love ! — 



PART II. 

There's silence in the princely halls. 
And brightly blaze the lighted walls. 
While clouds of musk and inren-se rise 
From vases of a thousand dyes, 
And roll their perfumed treasures wide. 
In one luxuriant, fragrant tide; 
And glittering chandeliers of gold, 
Reflecting fire from every fold. 
Hung o'er the shrouded body there, 
Of Cashmere's once proud Subahdar ! 
The crystal's and the diamond's rays 
Kindled a wide and brilliant blaze; 
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The ruby's blush, the coral's hue, 

By Peris dipped in Henni's dew, 

Hoie topaz's rich and golden ray, 

The opal's flame — the agate grey. 

The amethyst of violet hue, 
The sapphire with its heav'nly blue. 
The snow-white jasper sparkling there 
Near the carbuncle's deep'ning glare ; 
The warm cornelian's blushing glow 
Reflected back the brilliant flow 
Of light, which in refulg^t streams, 
.O'er hall, o'er bower, ai^^Pbuntain beams. 

O'er beds of roses, bright with dew, 
Unfolding modestly to view, 
Each trembling leaf, each blushing breast. 
In Cashmere's wildest sweetness dressed ; 
Through vistas long, through myrtle bowers. 
Where Amir Khan once passed his hours 
h gazing on Amreta's face. 
So full of beauty, full of grace. 
Through veils of silver bright and clear, 
It poured its soflened radiance far ; 
Or beamed in pure and milky brightness. 
O'er urns of alabaster whiteness; 
Through Persian screens of glittering gold. 
O'er many an altar's sacred fold, 
' Where to Eternity will blaze 
ATie naphtha's never-fading rays. 
The Gheber's fire which dieth never, 
&t burns, and beams, and glows for ever ! 

\ Twas silent — not a voice was heard — 
I No sigh, no murmur, not one word, 

Was echoied through that brilliant hall, 

The gpell of silence hung o'er all ; 



1 




90 LUCRETLATaARIA DAVIDSON. 

For there had paused the wing of death, 
The midnight spirit's withering breath. 

At that still hour no sound arose 
To break the charm of deep repose ; 
The lake was glittering, and the breeze 
Sighed softly through the the tzinnar trees, 
And kissed the Wuller's wave of blue, 
Or sipped the gull's light trembling dew ; 
But not a murmur, not a sigh 
Was wafted by the nigl^reeze by, 
Through that wide hall afl||princely bower, 
At midnight's calm and solemn hour ! 

Oh ! where was Love, his night-watch keeping! 
Or was the truant sweetly sleeping 1 
Where was he at that hour of rest. 
By him created, claimed, and blessed? 
Where were the tears of Love, and Sorrow, 
The sigh which sympathy can borrow ? 
Where were regret, and chill despair? 
Where was Amreta? — where. Oh where? 

Hark ! 't is the night-breeze softly playing. 
Through veils of glittering silver straying — 
No! 'tis a step— so quick, so light. 
That the wild flower which weeps at night. 
Would raise again its drooping head. 
To greet the footstep which had fled. 

'Tis not the breeze which floats around. 
Lifting the light veil from the ground: 
No I 't is a form of heav'nly mien 
Hath darod to draw the curtain's screen. 

Dimly, behind the fluttering veil. 
Which trembles in the breathing gale, 
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rm appears of seraph mould 
nealh a light cloud's fleecy fold; 
Teil is drawn with hasty hand, 
led is the rich embroidered band — 

solemn solitude around, 
•e 's not a murmur, not a sound — 

n a snowy hand is seen, 
.n is raised the silken screen, 

lo ! with light and noiseless tread, 
eta glided from its shade ! 

veil was fluttering in the air, 

brow, as Parian marble fair, 
s glittering bright with many a gem 
in a brilliant diadem: 

long dark hair was floating far, 
ded with many a diamond star; 
eye was raised, and Oh ! that eye 
Tied only formed to gaze on high ! 
Oh, more piercing bright its beam 
1 diamonds 'neath Golconda's stream; 
'- angel-eye was only given 
ook upon its native heaven! 
glow upon her cheek was bright, 
t came, and it fled like a meteor's light; 
illiant tear was still lingering there, 
Oh, it was shed for the Subahdar ! 

ev'ry tear the maiden shed, 
heart of Amir Khan had bled; 
Amir Khan, she weeps for thee, 
what must be thy ecstasy ? 
Amir Khan Amreta weeps, 
Amir Khan unheeding sleeps ! 
! crystal dew-drops purely glowing, 
his pale brow her tears are flowing; 
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B««ftfc««i3c«»^. 



Where «a* isu tyt ^Aam Mdac pae 

Ha>: wamiK: txr hi luwi m4 £* n.Ts * 

^'aers «a« un: ^aaxm ^ fcn sad wc T ^ 

'•d'acK WM tfasiMod hiiiiri ifwiiflia^ JmI 
A^ xil wu rxM ai lifM ibete. 
.\::i: ail «aj dearh. xai £«n denir* 
^%« Ud fatr £>cc Diw ooU SM pifa. 
Mi'^dbB her ivsedj vn^ r2; 
Tbat«iaed berks*:, ad > ttnii •» fliHi^ 
^^ fo^, lo rsMore&il mjtmB « (he > 
Tim Ob: .: vu nree* u the Boac 
V^ a bat ' 
iirieti aotM . 



aOXEL 

JK« irf tlK — rreaia' — this iieiiCi^a V^ coid 
Wbea 6 - " ' V -r oij- tM;iTc liiacie, 

.^od I wc^: . - ^r- uod tn luy loanlle'i fi 
A noofr ' ., Co- -iinaa niui '- 

f vomnA ikat nptur* ^toM oerer mows 
Tbii gt a ayteM cbeek. this rajrlew ^^ 

I roared la fael nehfaer biisB, ttor love, — ■ 
l:i AnnK to meet ifaee, and then to die ! 

£&/'>■ horni^^ ngti tfay bosom hsth brectlaeil, *1 
H» been rr.«huig ilial chain away ; V 

Ti>s galbng chain wfaicb aroatid me I iimwHiTiM 
On Ibe iTiOCB of thai faul day t "4| 
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Tis done ! and this night I hare broken the tow 
Which bound me in silence for ever \ 

And thy spirit hath fled trooi a world of ¥roe. 
To return again, never ! Oh never !* 

Mv soul is sad ! and civ hear: is wearv ! 

For thy bosom is cold to me; 
Without ihv smile the world is drear v. 

■ m 

And I will riv with thee? 

Together we 11 float down eiernity's stream, 
Twin stars on the breast of the billow. 

The splendours of Paradise round us shall beam. 
And thy bosom shall be i:iy piiiow 



.. » 



Then open thine arms bright star of the morning ! 

My grave in thy b?som shall be. 
The glories of Paradise Toucd us are dawning. 

AIv Heaven is onlv with thee! 



Hushed were the words, and hush'd the soc^. 

Which sadly, sweetly riow*d along. 

But Amir Khan's warm heart beat high, 

Tboufrh closed and ravless was his eve; 

And e\"ery note which struck his ear, 

Whisper d a hovering angei near ; 

And each warm tear that wet his cheek,. 

Her long-concealed regard bespeak ; 

His bosom bounded to be free. 

And fluttered, — wild with ecstasy! 

Oh ! would the magic charm had passed ! 

Would that the mom would break at last ! 

But no — it will not, may not be ! 

He Is not, nor can vet be free! 

s 
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But hull ! Amnu's me 

Sswel u Ihe bird of Px^&e'; • 

She bowed htt had, ind dee^v s^e4 

"Yet, Amir Khan. J am ifcy Bniei 2Z 

And here ihc critnsoe band oT dnl^^ 

Sb*ll «cd i» irkb & ros^- wreMhT ' 

Mr Uood shall join us ss h Aetwt, ^ 

And bind us in a deep rajKMe!**' 

Beaeub faer rail a Gcbt ii I ._ 



And 

Apde,cold, 

Anrnd her forai of angel 

And o*«r her brow of niwfafe 



astbeUtil 
^dBMknOB* 



Awak«! Oh! Amir£b^ i 
Canal Ihoo notRwn Aeet 
fieade ihee can Amretai 
The teal d^ger in ber li 
And caml Iboa.ttiO iwardleMl 
And kt Ay bmd Aorata dnV 
Awake! 6b, Amir KbM! aw^% 
And nam tbee far AaMa'a nke! 



— Ube Egbuiag from a aadnigbt i 
Tbe SdMLbdu, from 'oeiA bb abn 
Bent ibe odd, nape, deatb-Gke bi 
And soatcbed the digger frem har1 
Hie nnidea mi i^mmi his bnai^ 
And deep, and lo^theaed was bcr ie< I ~ 
Tbere was do s^ tto marmar tbei^ 
And scarce'v br^ibed tfae Skibabdar,. 
WbDe alfTic^t fearii^ to be Uest, 
He tiufed Anma to his breasl! 
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Deep buried in his mantle's fold. 
He felt not that 'her cheek was coM; 
Sis own heart throbbed with pleasure's thrill. 
Bat whispered not that hers was still I — 
— Yes ! — the wild dow of blissful joy, 
Which, bursting, threatened to destroy. 
Gave to her soul a rest from feeling; 
A transient torpor gently stealing 
O'er beatinsT pulse, and throbbing breast. 
Had calmed ner ev'ry nerve to rest : 
— But see ! the tide of life returus. 
Once more her cheek wiih rapture burns. 
Once more her dark eve's heav*n!v beam 
Pours forth its full and piercing gleam. 
Once more her heart is bounding high, 
Too full to weep — loo blest to sigh I 



NOTES TO AMIR KHAX. 



I. 

Beneath calm Ca^mere's lovely vale, &c. 

** Cashmere^ called the happy valley, the garden in perpetual 
tipnag, and the Paradise of ladia." 

II. 
The faulbol, with his lay of love, dec. 
• The BulbuL or Nighiineale." 




1^ gulnare blnslt'd * deeper hae, dec. 
"GnlDueorRoec" 



Tbo lofty pUoe-trce'i haugblj brow, ii*. 

" 3%e Plane-tree, Ihftt spMiee termed PfatemM 
coDimonl; cultivstcd in CBshtnete, ivbere it is said to KllilV ■ 
K jester perfection than in an; oiher oomaj. nif (Mh 
which in moat pans of Asia i« callei! the Chinur, ^rowa tolit 
»ze of aa oak, and has a taper, Blnight (nink, witit a fKM^ 
oolonrad barb, and its leaf, not unlike an eipamled haad, i*(f I 
paJe green. When in fuU foliage it iuu a grand and bcan^ 
appearance, and id hot weather alTorda a relresliing dwl&.'— 



( 


V. 

And wide the plantain's arms were spread, &c. 




"Plantain-trees are mpposed lo prereol ihe plag 




VI. 




Knelt the cnca baoghiy Subtthdar, ^,. 
" Snbahdar, or Goi/emor." 



VIL ^ 

Since Amir Khan first blemed the hour^&c, 
"To the east of this delig-htful spot iaalbrtified palace, erected 
ly jlmir Kkan,t PcrEiBo, wbowas once Governor of Cashmen, 
He used to pass ranch of hia time in this residence, whidt vu 
-enriou sly adapted to every epecies of Asiatic luxury." — JSee £b- 
tyclopadia, vol. v., part 2. 

VIII. 

Through the long walks of tiicnar- trees, &c, 
" Their walka ere curiously laid out, and aet on both si 
with Izinnar-trees, a species of poplar unknown ' " 




nestnnt 
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the h eight of a 



ditfii 



tfcestnnt, md it nes broad ieaves like thaee of the vine."- 
jttlOTi'f Oeography. 

LY. I 

Ab it glides o'er the wtve of the Wuller'e stream, die. ^ 
" A beantilul river passes through Caahmere, calletl [ha 
Ouiler, or Wulkr. There ia an outlet, where it nina with 
greater rapidity and force than elsewhere, between two steep 
mounlune, whence proceeding, after a long course, it jduib with 
the Chelum. 

X. 
And lite a star on Mahinood's wave, &c 
"Uappear9 like a lake covered with rocks and mouDtaim.^ 
Stones, when thrown in, make b Burpriaing noise, and the liTOr 
jliB^f is deemed luifathomalile." — S^ddUtoa't Geography. 

r- . * 

ML - ^- ' 

^P^pHid Himty pjirvit rears his fewd, &c, 

" There is all oral lake, which joins t^e Chelum towards ^ 
east — The YvtU Stairaaa and Mimey Puniti form the tm 
rides of what may be called a grand portal lo the lake. Thfj 
ue^lloi oofltf^^ch is sacred to the j^t Sotjnun. 
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CHICOMICO. 



This Poem I have discovered to be founded ^Be following 
actaal occurrences : During the Seminole war, I^can M. Rim- 
mon, (the Rathmood of the poem,) a Georgia militiaman, was 
captured by the Indians. Hillis-adjo, their chief, condemned 
him to death.' He was bound ; but while the instruments of 
torture were preparing, the tender-hearted daughter of Hillis- 
adjo (the Chicomico of the tale) threw herself between the pris- 
oner and his executioners, and interceded with her father for his 
releaae. She was successful. His life was spared. In the pro- 
greaa of the war, however, it was the fate of the generous Hillis- 
adjo (the prophet Francis) himself to be taken a prisoner of war, 
and it was thought necessary to put him to death. These are 
the &ct8 which Miss D. has wrought up, with other characters, 
(probably fictitious,) to compose the whole of this poem. The 
firtt part of the poem is so incomplete, that I have thought it 
beat to introduce the reader immediately to the second parU 
The ym had broken out Chicomico had solicited the presence 
of Ompahaw, a venerable chief, to aid her father Hillis-adjo 
against the whites, with Rathmond at their head. The battle 
18 described, the Indians are victorious, and Rathmond is taken 
prisoner. Here the second part commences. 

Editor. 



(99) 



CHIGOMICO. 

'Wriiteo In ber fourteenth yemr.) 




PART 11. 

' What sight of horror, fear and woe, 
Now greets chief Hillis-ha-ad-ioe T 
Wfiat thought of blood now lights his eye? 
What victim foe is doomed to diet 
For his cheek is flushed, and his air is wild, 
And he cares not to look on his only child. 
His lip quivers with ra^e, his eye flashes fire 
And his bosom beats high with a tempest of ire. 
Alas ! 't is Rathmond stands a prisoner now. 
Awaiting death from Hillis-ha-ad-joe, 
From Ifillis-ha-ad-joe, the stern, the dread. 
To whose vindictive, cruel, savage mind, 
Loss after loss fast following from behind. 
Had only added thirst insatiate for blood ; 
And now lie swore by all his heart held dear. 
That limb from limb his victims he would tear. 

But ah ! younff Rathraond's case what tongue can t< 
Upon his hapless fate what heart can dwell 1 
To die when manhood dawns in rosy light, 

To be cut off in all the bloom of life. 
To view the cup untasted snatched from sight, 

Is sure a thought with horror doubly rife. 
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Gr. :: wcu d iimi'jt savize o^'Sctt:? !^xve! 

:: u::enli:^ri5r.^i H:re r.ii. 1:: hLs bred-t.' 
I'd Girr.I-r§5 s'ill. cre^r s-.e^'es of lotjre rest' 

i-::ugh sinkirz 'z::i "i:' £::t55 :'er which :: beaxed' 

r^L5 his dLn eve :^ :ces::'5 farthest b<:'i3<i- 

ii:;, in each sn^"^.' 's-ave. assistmce sear. 

■ 

i-i as it roZs a'arav. 2:7e« u: to fear: 

'eads to look ro-::d, f:r death 's •::! ever;.- side, 

'.e few'rlnz cIo»>i3 ?b*tTe the c?e3- 7r:ie: 

= waii= ait!» — -a.'rd itar-e ftri^-rs tv -.veep,"* 

z^^ hi? ^rreck'd bark =ti.. lingers ca the deep 

en to the child of r«i: -rv and woe, 
Who knows no :rAz4. Lhai o'er his grave wiii weep, 
'hose tears in child hc-oc's r^o jr were taught to cow. 
Looks with dismay azrtss death's horrid deep ! 
hen. when susperided o'er thit awfai brink. 
Soatch'd from each iov. wriich ozer;:zi2 life mav give. 
•no wou.iino: irtr* t:.e prospec: shudderlr.z shrink. 

And murmiir o-r. one Lcpe-frajgrit prayer to live!'* 
ut, see! the captive is now dragged aloDZ, 

hii€ round him irAnz-^ yeli and' wild war-sons '- 
he ring is formed around the high-raised p :!:-." 
igot o'er fagots reared with savage toil : * 
1' impatient warriors wat^h wi:h"ti:rL:L2 '■:jr^zis, 
> toss the death-sigTiS from their ruthless hands " 
*arer, and nearer still the wretch is drawn. 
- hope of life, of resc je, no'.v is g.r.e ! 

horrid death is placed before his eyes : 

fancv nci/: he sees the narfies arise. 
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H': '^''.'.\ *.'/: d'rarrjir.tf ■ veil which drowns the err 
^/ ••.•: :ry.' v.'iiiffr'.s'Jdst, dire aconv ! 

I'^-i-. v.ri>«i;^\Kc Strove in vain to pray 
•vv.r?:'>'»i'^^''d, lx;fore whose awful bar 
J; i :':.''.X,*d'viijl was soon lo winq its way 
?'<'.'!'rr.-. «ad world lo other realms afar! 

'f^h'rW'A his eyes to Heaven's blue arch above. 
7 ' *. ■ :. -r': r;*.rc*at of mercy and of love; 
Vi • ':'., >>! two f':Ilow-sullerers caught his eve, 
'' '.«: :.ro(jh'it Montonoc i« doomed to die ! 
H.> !ia'j;/'hty spirit now must be brought low, 
ly.'.'ji had he \ifzfi\i the chieftain's direst foe: 
'I'.ji Indian's face was wrapped in mystic gloooif 
Af>: on they led hitn to his horrid doom. 
A hectic flush upon his dark cheek burned, 
His eye nor to the right nor left hand turned: 
His lip nor r|nivered, nor turned pale with fear, 
Though the death-note already met his ear. 
Tall and majestic was his noble mien, 

Erect, he seerned to brave the foeman's ire, 
His step was bold, his features all serene, 

As he approached the steep funereal pyre I 

Close at his side, a figure glided slow. 
Clad in the dark habiliments of woo, 
Whose form was shrouded in a mantle's fold. 
All, save one treacherous ringlet, — bright as gold. 

The death-song's louder note shrill peals on high, 
A signal that tne victim soon must die ! 
While yell and war-note join the chorus still, 
Till the wild dirge rebounds from hill to hill ! 
Rathmond now turned to snatch a last sad gaze, 
Ere closed life's curtain o'er his youthful days ; 
When he beheld the dark, the piercing eye 
Of Montonoc, the prophet doomed to die, 
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Bent upon him with sm^h a steady gaze, 

That not more fixed was death's own horrid glaze ! 

Then lifting his long swarthy finger high, 

To where the sun's bright beams just tinged the sky, 

A.nd o'er the parting day its glories spread, 

Which was to close when their sad souls had fled, — 

* White man," he cried, in low mysterious tone, 
[Jaught but by Rathmond's listening ear alone, 

* Ere the bright eye of yon red orb shall sleep, 
This haughty chief his fallen tribe shall weep 1" 
He said no more, for lo ! the death-yells cease. 

T is hushed ! no sound is echoed through the place ! 
The opening ring disclosed a female there, 
In a rich mantle shrouded, save her hair. 
Which long and dark, luxuriant round her hung, 
With many a clear, white pearl and dew-drop strung ! 

She threw back the mantle which shaded her face. 

She spoke not, but looked the pale spirit of woe ! ' 
The angel of mercy ! the herald of grace ! 

Knelt the sorrowful daughter of Hillis-ad-joe! 
"My father! my father!" the maiden exclaims, 
"Oh doom not the white man lo die midst the flames ! 
'Tis thy daughter who kneels ! 't is Chicomico sues ! 
Can my father, the friend of my childhood, refuse ? 
This heart is the while man's ! with him will I die ! 
With him, to the Great Spirit's mansion I 'II fly ! 

The flames which to heaven will waft his pure soul. 

Round the form of thy daughter encircling shall roll ! 

My life is his life — his fate shall be mine ; 

For his image around thy child's heart will entwine !" 

Man's breast may be cruel, and savage, and stern ; 
Prom the sufferings of others it heedless may turn ; 
To the pleadings of want, to the wan face of woe. 
To the sorrow-wrung drops which around it may flow. 
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But '1 will mell like the snow on tlie Apennine'B breast, 
As the sunbeam falls light, on its fancy -crowned crest 
When ihe voice of a child to its cold ear is gireD, 
Pill'd wiih sorrow's sad notes like the music ofHeavei 
" Loose the while man," the king in an agony criei 
" My child, what you plead for,,can ne'er be deniadl 
The pris'ner is yours.' to enslave or to free! 
I yield him, Chicomico, wholly to theet 
But remember V he cried, while pride co^uered Uf 

"Remember, thy father is Uillis-ad-joe !" 

He frowned, and his brow, like the curtains of oi^ 

Looked darker, when tinged by a moon-beam of hgbl; 

Chicomico saw — she saw, and with dread, 

The Btorm, which returning, might burst o'er her hwdj 

And quickly to Rathmond she turned wiiii a sieh. 

While a love- brightened tear veiled her heaven^ ay6 

" Go, while man, go ! without a fear ; 
Remember you to one are dear; 
Go ! and may peace your steps attend ; 
Chicomico will be your friend. 
To-morrow eve, with us may close 
Joyful, and free from cares or woes ; 
To-morrow eve may also end, 
And find me here without a friend ! 
Remember then the Indian maid, 
Whose voice the burning brand hath stayi 
But should I be, as now I am, 

And thou in prison and in woe, 
Think that this heart is still the same 

And turn thee to Chicomico ! 
Then, go ! yes, go ! while yet you may. 
Dread death awaits you, if you stay ! 
May the Great Spirit guard and guide 
Your footsteps through the forest widel" j 



:# 



r 



■^."^ 



POETICAL REMAINS. 105 

She said, and wrapped the mantle near 
Her fragile form, with hasty hand, 

Just bowed her head, and shed one tear. 
Then sped him to his native land. 

he wind is swift, and mountain hart, 

rem huntsman's bow, the feathered dart ; 

ut swifter far the prisoner's flight, 

/'hen freed from dungeon-chains and night I 

o Rathmond felt, but wished to show 

[qw much he owed Chicomico ; 

ut she had fled ; she did not hear ! 

he did not mark the grateful tear 

^hich quivered in the hero's eye ; 

For did she catch the half-breathed sigh ; 

.nd Heaven alone could hear the prayer, 

(Thich Rathmond's full heart proflered there. 



PART III. 

Vhile swift on his way young Rathmond sped, 
^th's horrors awaited those he fled, 
ilready were the prisoners bound, 

One word, and every torch would fly ; 
To step was heard, nor feeblest sound. 

Save the death-raven's wing on high ! 
^he sign was given, each blazing brand 
-ike lightning, shot from every hand ; 
?he crackling, sparkline fagots blazed, — 
["hen .Montonoc his dark eye raised ; 
le whistled shrill — an answering call 
]*old that each foeman then should fall ! 
^udden a band of warriors flew 
Vom earth, as if from earth they grew. 
9 
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The brake, the fern, and bazel-down, 
Blazed brightly ia the sinking sun ; 
Confitsioti, blood, and carnage then 
Spread their broad pinions o'er tlie glen ; 
The blazing brands were quenched in blood, 
And Montonoc unshackled stood ! 
He paused one moment — dark he frowned, 
By dire revenge and slaughter crowned ; 
Then bent his bow, let loose ihe dart. 
And pierced the foeinan Chieftain's heftrt. 
Yes, Montonoc, thy arrow sped, 
For Hillis-ha-ad'joe is dead! 

And now within iheir hidden tent, 
The conquered make their sad lament; 
Before them lay their slaughtered king, 
"While slowly round they form the ring; 
Dread e'en in dearii, the ('hieftain's form 
Seemed made to stride the whirlwind storm; 
Upon his brow a dreadful frown 
Still lingered as the warrior's crown; 
And yet it seemed as mortal ire 
Still sparkled in that eye of fire. 
And blazing, soon should light the face 
O'er which death's shadow held its place, 
And like the Ughtning 'neath a cloud. 
Shoot, flaming from its sable shroud. 
But, hark ! low notes of sorrow break 
The solemn calm, and o'er the lake, 
Float on the bosom of the gale; 
Hark ! 't is the Chieftain's funeral wail I 

Fallen, fallen, fallen low 

Lies great Hillis-ha-ad-joe ! 

To the land of the dead, 

By the white man sped I . 
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In his hunting garb they shall welcome him there, 
To the Und of the bow, and the antlcred deer ! 
Fallen is Hillis-ha-ad-joe ! 
Chaunt his death-dirge sad and slow ; 
In the battle he fell, in the fight he died, 
And many a brave warrior sunk by his side. 
Id his hunting garb they shall welcome him there, 
To the land of the bow, and the antlered deer. 

The sun is sinking in the deep. 

Our " mighty fallen one " we weep ; 

Fallen is Hillis-ha-ad-joe! 

The axe has laid our broad oak low ! 
In his hunting garb they shall welcome him there, 
1*0 the land of the bow, and the antlered deer. 

I'he last sad note had sunk on the breeze, 
^^hich mournfully sighed among the dark trees, 
^^Vhen a form thickly shrouded, swift glided along, 
«ut joined not her voice to the funeral song. 
^Vhen the notes cease, she knelt, and in accents of woe, 
-Besought the Great Spirit for Hillis-ad-joe. 
iier words were but few, and her manner was wild, 
^or she was the slaughtered Chief's poor orphan 

child ! 
She raised her dark eye to the sun sinking red, 
She looked, and that glance told that reason had fled! 

Why does thy eye roll wild, Chicomico ? 

Why dost thou shake like aspen's quivering bough ? 

Why o'er that fine brow streams thy raven hair ? 

Bead ! for the " wreck of reason 's written there !" 

^Tis true I the storm was high, the surges wild, 
And reason fled the Chieftain's orphan child ! 
Thou poor heart-broken wretch on life's wild sea, 
Say I who is left to love, to comfort thee ? 
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.t aeemed, as on the Hgfat skiff dew, 
^ it scarce kissed the wave's deep bliie» 
GfThich, dimpling rocnd the vessel's side* 
Sparkled aiKl whirled fa eddies wide ! 

Who guides It through the yieldine lake ? 

Who dares its magic calm to break * • 

Tis MontonocI bis riercirig eye 

Is raised to where the western hill 
Hears its broad forehead to the sky. 

Battling the whirlwiad's fury slilL 

Twas MoQtoooc. and wi:h hini :here 
Was that strange form, with golden hair I 
Wrapped in the self-safiie garb, as when 
Surrounded by those savage men. 
The stranger had. '.v::h Montonoc* 
Been led before :he blazing stake ! 
Swift, swift, the light skin forward new, 
Till it had crossed the waters blue : 
Both leaped like lightning tc the land, 
And left the skiS" upon the strand ; 
Far mid the forest then they iled, 
And mingled with its dark brown shade. 

The oak's broad arms in the breeze were creaking, 
The bird of the eloomv brow was shriekinsTi 
W hen a note on the nisht-wind was wafted along. 
A note of the dead chieftain's funeral song.- 
A form was seen wandering in frantic woe, 
'T was the maniac daughter of Hiliis-ad-joe ! 
Her dark hair was borne on the night-wind afar. 
And she sung the wild dirse of the Blood-hound of 

War ! 
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** Yoang Eagle !" she cried, " when my father vras 

slain. 
What white man, who ravaged along that dread plain. 
Withheld the dire blow, and plead for the life 
Of Hillis-ad-joe ? — and say, who in that strife, 
Staved the arm that bereft me, and left me alone ? 
Yes, Young Eagle ! my father, my brothers are gone! 
Wouldst thou ask me to linger behind them, while they 
To von Heaven in the west are wending their way ! 
And, hark ! the Great Spirit, whose voice sounds on 

high. 
Bids me come ! and see, white man, how gladly I 

fly :" 
More swift than the deer, when the hounds are in 

view. 
To the bark that was stranded, Chicomico flew ! 
She dashed the light oar in the waves' foaming spray 
And thus wildly she sung, as she darted away : 

" I go ^o ^^^ '2i"d *" ^he west, 
The Great Spirit calls me away ! 

To the land of the just and the blest, 
The Great Spirit p»oints me the way ! 

" Like snow on the mountain's crest, 
Like foam on the fountain's breast, 

Hillis-ad-joe and his kinsmen have passed ! 
Like the sun's setting ray in the west. 

When it sinks on the wave to rest. 

The dead chieftain's daughter is coming at last ! 

"Too long has she lingered behind, 
Awaiting the Great Spirit's voice I 

But hark ! it calls loud in the wind, 
And Chicomico now will rejoice! 

''I go to the land in the west: 
The Great Spirit calls me away ! 
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To the land of the just and the blest. 
The Great Spirit points me the way!" 

The wild notes sunk upon the gale, 

And echo caught them not again ! 
For the breeze which bore the maiden's wail, 

Wafted afar the last sad strain ! 

'T was said, that shrieking 'mid the storm, 

The maiden oft was seen to glide, 
And oft the hunters mark'd her form, 

As swift she darted through the tide. 

And once along the calm lake shore, 
Her light canoe was she seen to guide. 

But the maid and her bark are seen no more 
To float along the rippling tide. 

For the billows foamed, and the winds did roar, 
And her lamp, as it glimmered amid the storm, 

A moment blazed bright, and was seen no more, 
For it sunk 'mid the waves with her maniac fon 

THE FAREWELL. 

Adieu, Chicomico, adieu ; 

Soft may'st thou sleep amid the wave, 
And 'neath thy canopy of blue 

May sea-maids deck thy coral grave. 

'Twas but a feeble voice which sung 
Thy hapless tale of youthful woe ; 

But ah ! that weak, that infant tongue 
Will ne'er another story know. 

And tho' the rough and foaming surge. 
And the wild whirlwind whistling o'er. 

Should rudely chaunt thy funeral dirge. 
And send the notes from shore to shore; 
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Still shall one voice be heard, above 
The dreadful '' music of the spheres 1'' 

The voice of one whose song is love, 
Enibalm'd by sorrow's saddest tears. 



PART V. 

E fourth day found the dark tribe brooding o'er 
eir chieftain's body, chieftain now no more ! 
fire half-quench'd, some faint spark lives, 
nnmers, half dies, and then revives, 
vivos to kindle far and wide, 
d spread with devastating stride ; 
glimmered, so revived, so spread 
e mourners' rage around the dead ! 
eir quivers o'er their shoulders flung, 
rose the aged and the young ; 
d swore, as tenants of the wood, 
all their hearts held dear or good, 
at, ere another sun should rise, 
eir slaughtered foes should glut their eyes, 
ey swore revenge and bloodshed too, 
their slain chieftain's rightful due, 
ey swore that blood should freely flow 
r their poor, lost Chicomico ! 

was evening : all was fair and still ; 

e orb of night now sparkling on the rill ; 

w glittering o'er the fern, and water-brake, 

5t its broad eye-beam o'er the lake ! 

r through the forest, where no footpath lay, 

I Montonoc pursued his onward way ; 

e fair-haired stranger hung upon his arm, 

)ok at each noise, and trembled with alarm ; 

i^ell do I know the woodland way, 

r I have tracked it many a day. 
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Where Rathmond, with a heart of woe. 
Had gazed on lost Chicomico, 
There, on that spot, the prophet*s eye 
Mark'd the young warrior's farewell sigh. 
** Why lingerest thou here. Young Eagle/* he cried, 
*• The" foe ^neath the fern, and the dark hazel hide ! 
Blood, blood ! be our war-cry, for vengeance is theirs! 
Their arrows are winged by despair and by fears ! 
When the last of the tribe of Hiliis-ad-joe,' 
Hath plunged him beneath the deep waters below, 
.Thy heart shall possess all it wishes for here, 
Unchilied bv a sisrh. unbedewed bv a tear ! 
But till then, cold and vacant thv bosom shall be, 
And the idol to which thou hast bended thv knee, 
Shall mark thee, and love thee, in peril and woe, 
Yei till then that dear being thou never shah know!' 

" What meanest thou, prophet of the eagle-eye. 
By thy mysterious prophecy? 
\V'ell knowest thou thai yon bloody chief 
Doomed her to death, and me to grief! 
That round that form, the wild rlames rolled 
And wafted far her angel soul ! 
Why didst thou not arrest the brand ? 
For, prophet, fate was in thy hand." 

** 'T is well," the Indian calmly said, 
•• *T is well," and bowed to earth his head ; 
* But," he exclaimed, with eye less grave, 
" I left a skiff' on vonder wave — 
Sav. dark-eved Eaale. dost thou know 
Aught of the dire, blood-thirsty foe ?" 

" No, Montonoc ! no foe was she. 
Who plunged adown the swift Monee. 
Chicomico is cold and damp ! 
The wave her couch — the moon her lamp ; 
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tut, ah ! 't is well ; — ^that shrill shriek toll'd 
The death-knell of their chief once more ! 

"es, Rathmond, yes, the deed was bold, 
That stretched yon white plume on the shore ! 

ife crouch'd 'neath fern-bush, dark and low, 

athmond had trulv bent his bow, 

nd Montonoc, with steady eye, 

Tom 'mid the oak's arms broad and high, 

ook aim as sure ; his arrows sped, 

Txd many a bloody foe is dead ! 

j'^ide tumult spreads ! — afar they fly, 

2ach rustling orake, which meets the eye, 

»eems shrouding still some warrior there, 

kVith bloody brand and eye of fire. 

Slow dropping from his safe retreat, 

The prophet glides to Rathmond's seat ; 

Then raised loud yells of various tone, 

!uch as are given at victory won, 

ind Rathmond joined, till long and high, 

lang the loud chorus to the sky ! 

lark ! o'er the rocks, the shrieks are answered wild 

Tan it be Echo, Nature's darling child ? 

io — 'tis a whoop of horror and despair, 

Vhich knows no sympathy, which sheds no tear ! 

JO ! on yon cliff, which frowns above the wave, 
if ark the stern warriors hovering o'er their grave ! 
T is done : the sullen bosom of the bay 
)pen8 and closes o'er its sinking prey ! 

)ne hollow splashing, as the waters part, 
Sad welcome of the victim to his bed« 
)ne mournful, shuddering echo, and the heart 
Turns, chilled, at length, from scenes of death and 
dread ! 
10 
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Then raised on high his arr/i. and wildly sung 
The death-song of his tribe, till nature rung ! 

THE DEATH-SOXG. 

•« The last of the tribe of Hillis-ad-joe 

Falls not b}* the hand of the bloody foe 
Bat they fled to the Heaven of peace in the west. 
The Great Spirit called, and they flew to be blessed 1 

" From the dark rock's frowning brow 

Thev flew to the deep below ; 
They feared not, for the Heaven of peace in the west 
Was smiling them welconie, sweet welcome to rest I 

« The last of the tribe of Hillis-ad-joe 

Now plunges him 'mid the deep waters below ! 
I come. Great Spirit, take me to thy rest ! 
Lo ! my freed soul is winged towards the west !" 

T is past I the rude, wild sons of Nature sleep, 
Calm, undisturbed, amid the waters deep ! 
'Tis past I — the deed is done, the tribe has gone I 
Not one is left to mourn it, no, not one ! 

The last of all tliai tribe of blood 

Lies weltering in the sable flood I 

Oh ! where is vonder fair-liaired maid ? 

Say, whither hath the lone one strayed ? 

*Mid the wild tumult of the strife. 

Where fled she from the scalping-knife ? 

Angels around her spread their arm, 

And shrouded her from fear and harm ! 

But oh ! what shriek rang shrill and clear, 

And echoed still in Ralhmond's ear ? 

Why should he note that voice, that scream \ 

Was it his fancv, or a dream ? 
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MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 



CHARITY. 



A VIBSinOATIOir OF PART OF THE THIRTBEITTH 
OHAPTER or FIRST CORINTHIANS. 

(Written in Iwr twelfth year.) 

^aouoB I were gifted with an angel's tongue, 
^nd voice like that with which the prophets sung, 
^* el if mild charity were not within, 
^ were all an impious mockery and sin. 

^liODgh I the gift of prophecy possessed, 
Aoid faith like that which Abranam professed, 
*X*Iiey all were like a tinkling cymbars sound, 
Ir meek-eyed charity did not abound. 

Thoogh I to feed the poor my goods bestow, 
AjmI to the flames my body I should throw. 
Yet the vain act would never cover sin. 
If heaven-bom charity were not within. 



TO SCIENCE. 

(Written in her thirteenth year.) 

t 

Let others in false Pleasure's court be found. 
But may I ne'er he whirled the giddy round ; 
Let me ascend with Grenius' rapid flight, 
TOl the fair hill of Science meets my sight 
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llias the great Shepherd of hb flock doth mourn. 
When from his fold a wayward Iamb has strayed, 

And tfaos with mercy he receives him home. 
When the poor soul his Lord has'disobeyed. 

There is great joy among the saints in heaven. 
When one repentant soul has found its God, 

For Christ, his Shepherd, hath his ransom given, 
And sealed it with his own redeeming blood ! 



LINES, 

WBITTE5 UVDER THE PBOMISB OF RSWIRD. 

(Written in her tliiitteBth ytar.) 

Whene'er the muse pleases to grace my dull page, 
At the sight of reward, she flies oS" in a rage ; 
Prayers, threats, and entreaties I frequently try, 
But she leaves me to scribble, to fret, and to sigh. 

She torments me each moment, and bids me go write, 
And when I obey her, she laughs at the sight ; 
The rhyme will not jingle, the verse has no sense. 
And against all her insults I have no defence. 

I advise all my friends, who wish me to write. 
To keep their rewards and their praises from sight ; 
So that jealous Miss Muse won't be wounded in pride, 
Nor Pegasus rear, till I 've taken my ride. 




TO THE 
MEMORY OF HEXRY KIRK WHTTf 



In yon lone valley irhere the cypnm 

Its glooaiy. dark, irapeaembk: uMdeg, 

llie moummg Aiu. o'er White's uatimdy gnn 

Munnnr their sighs, like Xeptuoe's trouUod 

There sits Consumptioa, sickly, pale, mad thiBt 
Her joy evincing by n ghastly grin; 
There his deserted gsrlaods with'rii^ lie, 
Like faim they droop, liiie him oDtimety die. 



1 



STILLING THE WAVES. 



Be itifl, ye waves, for Christ doth Aeaga to ttead 
On (bs^Tough bosom of your watery bed ! 
Be not too harsh your gracious Lord to greet. 
But, in sofl murmurs, luss his holy feet ; 
'T is He alone can calm your rage at will, 
Tliis is His sacred mandale, " Peace, be a~ 



W 



estmnfl 
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A SOXG. 

(IX UOTATI0!r OF THE SCOTCH.) 

(Writian io ber ihinemh jw.] 

Wha is it that caemeth sae blithe and sae swifi. 

Bis bonnet is far frae his flaxen hair lift, 

ffis dark een rolls gladsome, i' the breeze floats his 

plaid, 
And surelv he bringeth nae news that is sad 
Ah ! say, ^nny stranger, whence caemest thou now f 
The tiny drop trickles frae ofT thy dark brow. 

•* I come," said the stranger, *' to spier my lued hame. 
And to see if my Marion still were the same ; 
I hae been to the battle, where thousands hae bled* 
And chieftains fu' proud are wi' mean peasants laid ; 
I hae fought for my country, for freedom, and fame. 
And now^Pm returning wi' speed to my hame." 

** Gude Spirit of Light !"' ('t was a voice caught his 

ear) 
** And is it me ain Norman*s accents I hear ? 
And has the fierce Southron then left me my child ! 
Or am I wi' sair, sair anxietv wild ?" 
He turned to behold — 'i is his mother he sees ! 
He flies to embrace her — he falls on his knees. 

•* Oh ! where is my father V a tear trickled down. 
And silently moisten'd the warrior's cheek brown: 
** Ah ! sure my heart sinks, sae sair in my breast. 
Too sure he frae all the world's trouble doth rest r* 
** But where is my Marion ?" his pale cheek turned 

red, 
And the glistening tear in his eye was soon dried. 




BUT VEonEcrmAS 

When faneTs torn, 6T>ra end baodbige fiwA I 
FUt0lbehDd bjr n^teoos Hans <facraoii 
ImrWrg Fhanok tfi a pisned thai tnoa, 

ABiftteA Imd Atod alooe diaimyed. 
Tbtaiebeliiiid, tlieKt beiiire tben l«id{ 
Aroiad, die ho3U of Moody Pharaoh foU. 
Aad wave o'er w^re ibe raging Red Sea fofcrf. 

But God, who sares h^ dxeen oasa jrom hmw 
IhrelBhed to tbeir aid bis all-proiectii^ bud. 
And lo ! OQ ehher side the Ka diFidei. 
And Ivad's army in iU bcnom hides. 

Hafe to (Iw ibore through watery walk (bty 
And opee cnore hail kind Heavea's aerial areli^ 
FaiiWlMUiid,tbeeraelfoeitaeeo. . . -^ 

Andw dark waten roH thflb maieh beMauL- |« 

The God of rengeance ibelched hit aim If^^ 
^ Aitd heaving, badt recoiled the finming mw^'; - « 

An^ iniH^MH Ptinnnh 'nMth dw ratniiir w^ '"• 



Arn 



And iimiioiu Pharaoh 'neatb.the ra^ng «vy^ 
Wiib iB )u arroy. fiodi a waWy gran. 



■.■-■*'H 
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oice» O Israel ! God is on your side, 
is your champion, and your faithful guide; 
day, a cloud is to your footsteps given, 
nightf a fiery column towers to heaven. 

len Israers children marched by day and night, ^ 

n Sinai's mountain rose upon their sight: ^ 

lere righteous Heaven the flying army staid, 
yi Israel's sons the high command obeyed. 

) Sinai's mount the trembling people came, 

was wrapped in threatening clouas, in smoke, and 

flame; 
silent awe pervaded all the van ; v^ 

»t e-ea a nuirmur through the army ran. 
gh Sinai shock ! dread thunders rent the air ! 
id horrid lightnings round its summit glare ! 
was God's pavilion, and the Uack'nin^ clouds, 
Lik hov'ring o*er, his dazzling glory shrouds. 

» Heaven's dread court the intrerad leader came, 
receive its mandate in the people's name : 
>ud trumpets peal — the awful thunders roll, 
"ansfixing terrors in each guilty soul. 

at lo ! he comes, arrayed in shining light, 

od round his forehead plays a halo bright : 

eaven's high commands with trembuog were re- 
ceived, 

eaven's high commands were heard, and were be- 
lieved. 



THE LAST FLOWER OF THE GARDEN. 

CWritteo in ber thin«enUi }<*') 

he last flower of the garden was blooming alone, 
he last rays of the sun on its blushing leaves shone : 
11 



r,mciyi 



hOcamA Mou. datidsos. 

dnipeaifB bonm recIinedL 

halt 'tmdM its leares were 



] 



Say. Wmiy on^ ny, wfajr Hog'rest dtou bere T 
And iriiy on dn' boaom lediDes tbe biigbt tesrt 
*T is the tnr of a a^^jr — ^for saaaaer 't was died. 
And for all Ajr caai|HBi(as now withered and dead. 



i 



Why Ung^mt tboo faett, vben arooiKl tbee are stnnni 
The AowIbiv oDce id Ipt<%, by Aotumn blast bbn * 
Say. why, sweetest llowlKt, the last of tby race, 
Why Ui4^rest tboo here die looe garden to gnoe ! 



The flowers oDce so )ov<^, by Aotumn blast bbnF i 
" ' ' ' " "' the 1) 

iooe I 

As I moke, a rot^ Uut, icDt by WiiOer's own baaj, 
Whistled hj me, and bqnt its sweet bead to the saiMl;f < 
I hastened to laise Jl^jj^p dew-drop bad Bed, '^,1 

Aod the ODce h t ti iyi ^i^ was withered and dead.^j 



B TO FAWCy. ^ ^.-^'^ 



Fancy, sweet and trout qiritek ' . 
Steals on wings, as feathers B^ ' 
Draws a ral o'er Reason'li eyS^ ' 
And tridi the gaardian snaea f^. 

8<A she whispers to the nnii^ 
Come, and trouble leave behtad: - ■ ' ' . 
' ^e: banidies the fiend Deniair, 
And shuts the eyes of waking Caic^ 

Then, o'er precipices dai^ ". ' . ' 

Where never reached the wing of lail^ '■ 
Fearing no harm, she diOnitletle fSft^ 'n r-r? 
Where rocks on rocks dna4:^*>i^^(4lM-^ 



''^:^ih 
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When Autumn shakes his hoary head. 
And scatters leaves at every tread ; 
Fancy stands with listening ear, 
Nor starts, when shrieks affrighted Fear. 

There's music in the rattling leaf, w 

But 'tis not for the ear of Grief; 
There 's music in the wind's hoarse moan, 
But 'tis for Fancy's ear alone. 



THE BLUSH. 

(Writtten in her ibirteenth year.) 

Why that blush on Ella's cheek. 
What doth the flitting wand'rer seek ? 
Doth passion's black'ning tempest scowl. 
To agitate my Ella's soul f 

Return, sweet wand'rer, fear no harm ; 
The heart which Ella's breast doth warm. 
Is virtue's calm, serene retreat; 
And ne'er with passion's storm did beat. 

Return, and calmly rest, till love 
Shall thy sweet efficacy prove; 
Then come, and thy loved place resume* 
And fill that cheek with youthful bloom. 

A blush of nature charms the heart 
More than the brilliant tints of art ; 
They please awhile, and please no more— 
We hate the things we loved before. 

But no unfading tints were those, 
Which to my EUa's cheek arose ; 



t IX'CJUTU ItAKIA DAnoaoSL. 

They pk«ae ibe rapotrad bean^ aari % . 
Bemfe tbey pall u« ganag •*& 



iKdh 



Do< ibe bliafa of pall oc Am 
raeh oW mv Elh'a feam e a eaaie 
Twas ihe, wk) fed ifac pooritaMici 
*Twa« ahe the ioAgeai bMl Hetmi, 

For ber their pn Ten to beavca «« 
Oa btr the graiefiil people ga«4t 
*Tin» dien the hhtA wfiused ber e 
VniicbuU wbet nraedi eaa aaeer j 

ON AN jEOLIAN HARP. 



What heavsahr toonc mikes my rarnfaad ei^ 
So toh. %r) moBDcKoIy, and so clear I 
And do the tuneful Vine ihea touch the \jn, * 
To fiD each bosom with poetic fire f • 

Or does sofTke ansel strike the souodii^ strict 
Caiehioe from (xim the wild note he stnga T 
Bat bejK ' aociiher struin, how sweet, bow wU/i 
Now ritiag high, now sinkiog low and mild. i 

AnMNl me now, ye spiriu of the wiod, 
OhfHl me where those artless notes to find '. 
fld^Uff now, so loud, so sweet, so clear, 
iHt^en angels niight delighted hear! j 

Bui lutrk * those notes agaia maiestjc rise. 
At thoufch some spirit, banished from the skieL 
Had hither fled to charm ;Eolus wild, * 

And teach him other muBtc aweet and 



^■^ 
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ten hither flv, sweet mourner of the air, 
len hither fly, and to mv harp repair ; 
twilight chaunt the melancholy lay, 
id charm the sorrows of thy soul away. 



THE COQUETTE. 

(Written io ber fimrteentli year.) 

I hae nae sleep, I hae nae rest, 

My Ellen's lost for aye. 
My heart is sair and much distressed, 

I surely soon must die. 

I canna think o' wark at a'. 

My eyes still wander far, 
I see her neck like driven snaw, 

I see her flaxen hair. 

Sair, sair, I begged; she would na' hear, 

She proudly turned awa'. 
Unmoved she saw the trickling tear. 

Which, spite o* me, would ta\ 

She acted weel a conqueror's part, 

She triumphed in my woe, 
She gracefu' waved me to depart, 

I tried, but could na' go. 






Ah why," (distractedly I cried,) 
Why yield me to despair? 
Bid ling'ring Hope resume her sway, 
To ease my heart sae sair.'' 

ai* 



^< 





I IMfBor ESen bM I a 
OoT thu too fatd ^: 

Kf "boMM't lain!" «a 
Aad Bofe'i fled &r a^ 

Carc^ dlftiy bmodios, bodaa^ i 
I'm SorroWt child indeed i 

8be fUmpa ber image oc 
I wear the mowmi^ i 



OS TBS DB&m OP 



flwaet cfnU. Aid bast thoa gone, for a 
I>ofr liSi ifay body in its grassy bed ; 
Bat thy froad HHil Bwift bends its flight ' __ 
Thy haawaly Father's graciotis lore to si 

And now, mathinfcg, I see thee clothed ia wUt^ 
Mining witb ninta, like thee, celestial bri^bL — 
^^omi^^pwn, vwMt Rogel, on thy friends behMr. 
k their trickling tean of silent woe. 



Ii pity in thy infant eye, 
IF the friends thou led, for friends od high: 
1 1 see thee leaning from above, 
To whisper, to those friends, of peace andlj 

"Weep not tot me, for I am happy still, 
^ And numirar not at our great Father^ : 



K* •«. 



..i. 
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Let not this blow your trust in Jesus shake, 
Dur Saviour gave, and it is his to take. 

'* Once you looked forward to life's opening day. 
The scene was bright, and pleasant seemed the way; 
Hope drew the picture. Fancy, ever near. 
Coloured it bright — 'tis blotted with a tear. 

" Then let that tear be Resignation's child ; 
Yielding to Heaven's high will, be calm, be mild ; 
Weep for your child no more, she 's happy still, 
And murmur not at your great Father's will." 



* 



REFLECTIONS, 

ON CRO08INO LAKE CHAMPLAIN IN THE STEAMBOAT PHGBNIZ. 

(Written in her IbarteeBtb yMr.) 

Islet* on the lake's calm bosom, 

In thy breast rich treasures lie; 
Heroes I there your bones shall moulder, 

But your fame shall never die. 

Islet on the lake's calm bosom. 

Sleep serenely in thy bed; 
Briglitest gem our waves can boast. 

Guardian angel of the dead I 

Calm upon the waves recline. 

Till ereat Nature's reign is o'er; 
Until Old and swift-winged time 

Sinks, and order is no more. 

• Crab Iiland ; on which were buried the remains of the eailon 
who fell in the action of September 11th, 1614. 




1 marked ii with a frowi^ 
i weta ha darkm ipirit don. 
To cpeneb the ^» Am moad it Aoaa. 

Bfatnng afu-. 
Bn IndepeadcBoe net the Ibe, 
Aod Ua ifae nrifi-wiiged danao low. 

A second nesseager was seat. 

Dark u ibe t , 
On his dire errand swift he went. 
But Valoar'8 bow was inaly beat, 
Janice her keraesi arrow le&l, 

Aod sped its t 
Then fell the impioas wretch, and I 
Approajihid, to take his witberiag I 

then took, with hsstr hand. 

The gem of light $ 
Hew to seek soaie other Uad, 

I Sew to 'scape oppressioo's haad« 

He knew ibere was some other t 

More br^fat; 

And as he swept the fields of air. 

He foiuut a couDtry, ricb and f * 



I 
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Upon its breast the star he placed, 

The star of liberty; 
-d, I Bright, and more bright the meteor blazed, 

The lesser planets stood amazed, 

Astonished mortals, wondering, gazed. 

Looking on fearfully. 

That star shines brightly to this day, 

.Qq thy calm breast, America ! 



THE MERMAID. 

(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

Maid of the briny wave and raven lock, 

Hliose bed's the sea-weed, and whose throne's the 

rocky 
I*ell me, what fate compels thee thus to ride 
ffer the tempestuous ocean's foaming tide 1 

Art thou some naiad, who, at Neptune's nod, 
Flies to obey the mandate of that god ? 
Art thou the syren, who, when night draws on, 
Chauntest thy farewell to the setting sun T 

Or, leaning on thy «wave-encircled rock. 
Twining with lily hand thy raven lock ; 
Dost thou, in accents wild, proclaim the storm, 
Which soon shall wrap th' unwary sailor's form ? 

Or dost thou round the wild Charybdis play. 
To warn the seaman from his dangerous wav ? 
Or, shrieking midst the tempest, chaunt the dirge 
Of shipwrecked sailors, buried in the surge ? 

Tell me, mysterious being, what you are ? 
So wild, so strange, so lonely, yet so fair ! 



1* .'t.ztza Jt-iiiA lATir^ry. 



T-.i: :.*.•:- '.v.t. '^^r^i* •*■:.: rre'w z-.v waierr bed, 



OX SOLITUDE. 

Art'. S:..:-!* I li've :.v.- 5.1eQ: shade, 
^ :ve :o zisse wnes in .itVs naad career: 
".-.*-.v '.r.e :neqjered pain i«:">re rriC laid. 
A:.: tijiT- to .T.edi--a:e — :o 'r,*?ifs. lo S 



T .= 5'.ce^: to crsw the ?jr.a:3 en the woiid» 
To sr. j: :ut a., its tu.T.jit. ail its care: 

Iveav-5 :.-;* cread vortex, in which a:l are wiiirUi 
Ar.c to thy shades of twilight calm repair. 

Yet. So!iv;ie, the hand divine, which made 
Tr.e ear.h, -he ocean, and the realms of air, 

Po.nted how far thy kingdom should extend. 
And bade thee pause, for he had fixed thee theic 

Tr.en, when disgusted with the world and man, 
Wr.en •.::k of pageantry, of pomp, and pride. 

To tr,*e 1'.. flv, in thee TIJ seek relief. 

Ar.i :.r>': to find that calm the world denied. 
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ON THE BIRTH OF A SISTER. 

(Written in her ilfteentli year.) 

weel babe, I cannot hope thou wilt be freed 
rem woes, to all, since earliest time, decreed ; 
It mayest thou be with resignation blessed, 
> bear each evil, howsoe'er distressed. 

^y Hope her anchor lend amid the storm, 
^d o'er the tempest rear her angel form ! 
^y sweet Benevolence, whose words are peace, 
^ the rude whirlwinds softly whisper " cease I" 

^d may Religion, Heaven's own darling child, 
^ach thee at human cares and griefs to smile ; 
^ach thee to look beyond this world of woe, 
^ Heaven's high fount, whence mercies ever flow. 

Od when this vale of tears is safely passed, . 
^hen Death's dark curtain shuts the scene at last, 
[ay thy freed spirit leave this earthly sod, 
nd fly to seek the bosom of thy Grod. 



A DREAM. 

(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

ethought, (unwitting how the place I gained,) 
rested on a fleecy, floating cloud 
ir o'er the earth, the stars, the sun, the heavens, 
lid slowly wheeled around the dread expanse I 
idden, methought, a trumpet's voice was heard, 
mling with long, loud, death-awakening note, 
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:^3ca DC'ie as mor-a. zr^z :vn OI^^? n:iT ^ear 
A: 'iia: t>3ar.-p»err-j:z scni^ar-os- liiere ar-:>se 
A crowd fas: ioutIlt fr:-::: 'jx :r>zzied eari . 
Tbe eoriL iha*: LiisciTesied s^eck aix» seemed =x 
By ibc ireai :>::*. w;.::- r.:saed. 
L:£e pen- -J. wn-rlw^iisw rr-u^i HeaTcc'f u 

vai;!: ; 
Ali ouier worids, all oLoer twinkiiiLg start 
Stood ni^iTje — siood sDcCjool-ess : 
Their 'Jx-e bad dot ye: cr-firie- 
Yeu ever axMl azkoo. iney seeTjed :o Jww 
Before u>e dread iribi::sal: 
And tbe ficrv comeL as i: biazed alonjc- 
Stopped in its midway C'^urse, as comooos oi 

power 
Which onward ever, ever had impelied : 
No other ptaoet moved, none seemed convnised, 
.Save the dim orb of earth .* 
Fonh edd^-ii^ roshed a crowd, confused and dai 
Like a volcano, mattering and subdued ! 
There came no sound distinct, but sizhs and src 
.\nd murmuhngs half suppressed, half utteredf! 
Ail eyes were upward turned in wonder and in 
But soon, methought, they onward rolled 
To the dread High One's bar. 
As the tumultuous billows rush murmuring to 

shore. 
And ali distinctions dwindled into naught 
Cpward I cast my eyes; 
High on an azure throne, begin with clouds* 
Sate the dread Indescribable ! 
He raised his sceptre, waved it o'er the crowd, 
And all was calm and silent as the grave ! 
He rose ; the cherubs flapped their snowy wing! 
On came the rushing wind — the throne was mo^ 
And flew like gliding swan above the crowd 1 



^* 
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len it stopped o'er the devoted world ! 
Judge moved forward 'mid iiis sable shroud, 
ied his strong arm with rolling thunders clothed, 
1 forth a vial filled with wrathful fire, 
Q poured the contents on the waiting globe ! 
len the chain, which bound it to God's throne, 
pped with a dire explosion! 
i^heeled the desolate — the burning orb 
Ft through the heavens ! . 
m, down it plunged — then shot across the ex- 
panse, 

ling through realms, where light had never 
pierced I 

m, down it plunged — fast wheeling from above, 
)ting forth flames, and sparks, and burning brands, 
Ding from shade to shade ! 
n bounding, blazins — brighter than before, 
unged extinguished in the chaotic gulf! 



TO MY SISTER. 

(Written in her fifteenth year>) 

When evening spreads her shades around. 
And darkness fills the arch of heaven ; 

When not a murmur, not a sound 
To Fancy's sportive ear is given; 

When the broad orb of heaven is bright, 
And looks around with golden eye ; 

When Nature, softened by her light, 
Seems calmly, solemnly to lie; 



* See Biographical Sketch. 
J? 



( 



142 LUCRETIA MARIA DAVIDSON. 

Then, when our thoughts are raised above 
This world, and all this world can give; 

Oh, sister, sing the sonff I love, 
And tears of gratitude receive. 

The song which thrills my bosom's core, 
And hovering, trembles, half afraid ; 

O sister, sing the song once more 
Which ne'er for mortal ear was made. 

« 

'Twere almost sacrilege to sins 
Those notes amid the glare of day ; 

Notes borne by angels' purest wing. 
And wafted by their oreath away. 

When sleeping in my ^rass-ffrown bed, 
Should'st thou stiO knger here above, 

Wilt thou not kneel beside niy head. 
And, sister, sing the song I love ? 



CUPID'S BOWER. 

(WritUR in her flftaentli y«ar.) 

Am I in fairy land ? or tell me, pray, 
To what love-Ii^hted bower I 've found my way ? 
Sure luckless wight was never more beguiled 
In woodland maze, or closely-tangled wild. 

And is this Cupid's realm ? if so, good bye ! 
Cupid, and Cupid's votaries, I fly ; 
Mo ofTering to his altar do I bring, 
No bleeding heart — or hymeneal ring, 
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What though he proudly marshals his array 
Of conquered hearts, still bleeding in his way ; 
Of sighs, of kisses sweet, of glances sly, 
Playing around some darkly-beauteous eye T 

What though the rose of beauty opening wide, 
fikxxns but for him, and fans his lordly pride ? 
What though his garden boasts the fairest flower 
That ever dew-drop kissed, or pearly shower ; 

Stillj Cupid, I 'm no votary to thee ; 
Thy torch of light will never blaze for me ; 
I ask no fflance of thine, I ask no sigh ; 
I brave thy fury, and thus boldly fly ! 

Adieu, then, and for evermore, adieu ! 
Ye poor entangled ones, farewell to you ! 
Aod, ye powers ! a hapless mortal prays 
For guidance through this labyrinthine maze. 



THE FAMILY TIME-PIECE. 

(Written in ber fifteenth year.) 

Friend of my heart, thou monitor of youth, 
Well do I love thee, dearest child of truth ; 
Though many a lonely hour thy whisperings low 
Rnve made sad chorus to the notes of woe. 

Or *mid the happy hour which joyful flew, 
Thou still wert faithful, still unchanged, still true ; 
Oi* when the task employed my infant mind, 
^ have I sighed to see thee lag behind ; 



t^ . 
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And watebed thy finger, with a yoinhTid ^ee^ • 
When it bad pointed silently, " be free f f 

Thou wen my nnentor ihrobgh each passmg ymt* 
'ihd pain or pleasure, tbou wert ever nesr. 

And when the win^ of tinw unnoticed Sew, 
I paused, reflected, wondered, turned to you : 
Paused in my heedless round, to mark thy band, 
Foiating to cousoieacie, like a magic wand ; 

To watch ihee stealing on ihy siteot way. 
Silent, but sure, Tinie's pinions cannot sUy ; 
How fnanv hours of pleasore, hours of pain. 
When smiles were hri^Cning round aMIclion's mint 

How many hours of poverty and woe, 
Which taught coid drops of agony to flowT 
How many hours of war,* of blood, of death. 
Which added laur^ to the victor's wreath ! 

How many deep-drawn sighs thy hand hath told, J 
And dimmed the smile, and dried the tear which \ 

roiled ? 
Wlien the loud cannon spoke the voice of war, * 
And death and bloodshed whirled their crimson carll 

When the proud banner, waving in the breeze. I 

Had welcomed war, and bade adieu !o peace, I 

Thy faithful finger traced the wing of time, I 

Pointed to earth, and then to heaven sublime. 1 

Unmoved amid the carnage of the world. 
When thousands to eternity were hurled. 

Thy head was reared aloft, truth's chosen child. 
Beaming serenely through the troubled wild. 
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Friend of my youth, ere from its mould'rlng clay 
My joyful spirit wings to heaven its \i^ay ; 
may'st thou watch beside my aching nead, 
And tell how fast time flits with feathered tread. 



ON THE 
EXECUTION OP MARY QUEEN OP SCOTS. 

(Written in ber fifteenth year.) 

Touch not the heart, for Sorrow's voice 

Will minde in the chorus wild; 
When Scotland weeps, canst thou rejoice ? 

No: rather mourn her murdered child. 

Sin^ how on Carberry's mount of blood, 

*Mid foes exulting in her doom, 
The captive Mary fearless stood, 

A helpless victim for the tomb. 

Justice and Mercy, 'frighted, fled. 

And shrouded was Hope's beacon blaze. 

When, like a lamb to slaughter led, 
Poor Mary met her murderers' gaze. 

Calm was her eye as yon dark lake. 
And changed her once angelic form; 

No sigh was heard the pause to break, 
That awful pause before the storm. 

O draw the veil, 't were shame to gaze 

Upon the bloody tragedy; 
Bat lo ! a brilliant halo plays 

Around the hill of Carberry. 
12* 
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T» done — and Mary's soul has flown 
Beyond this scene of blood and death; 

'Tis done — the lovely saint has gone 
To claim in heaven a thornless wreath. 

Uul ns Elijah, when his car 

WhooUd on towards heaven its path of light, 
Piv|^lH\i on hi<t friend, he left afar, 

His mantle, like a meteor bright; 

S> Mary, when her spirit flew 

Far Imm this world, so sad, so weary, 

A or^nvn of fame immortal threw 
ArKMmd the bi»w of Carberrj-. 



nis Msraccnox of 
SOnOM AND GOMORRAH- 

« Am^ h^ l*vat\« to*Tina* S^^xu mnd GomwrmK and \oJ 
•nifth* *^ ih<* %NHinirT meni up m tbe moke of a funwce. 

,Wmir« k« Iwt l^runU ymx.) 

K \ Auwsi w ^a tlH* iv-jrh:. when o'er Sodom's wid'. pi 

l*!u» ir.o »M hcAxt^n *le*».'^'^aded : 
|\»\ i\\\ \\\M ih*'" Mvvnuxl. shall ne'er blcoi*» u:m 

Wm n\,in hAih bi* Maker ottended. 

Tho »uu«n^»;M of terr^^r and woe hath pasi#.d by, 
l\w sWMh VjMr.i's pmi.ws ar^^ burled; 

Hill iho Mu». ;i* M UNinw clear a:kl brilhant on hig 
llulo. lUMi* S^sUKir* dark- desolaie world. 
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Bere lies bqt that glassy, that death-stricken lake, 
As io mockery of what had been there ; 

Hie wQd bird flies far from the dark nestling brake, 
Which waves its scorched arms in the air. 

In that city the wine-cup was brilliantly flowing, 

Joy held her high festival there ; 
^ot a fond bosom dreaming, (in luxury glowing,) 

Of the close of that night of despair. 

^or the bride, her handmaiden the garland was 
wreathing. 

At the altar the bridegroom was waiting, 
^t vengeance impatiently round them was breathing, 

,And Death at tnat shrine was their greeting. 

But the wine-cup is empty, and broken it lies. 

The lip which it foamed for, is cold ; 
For the red wing of Death o'er Gomorrah now flies, 

And Sodom is wrapped in its fold. 

The bride is wedded, but the bridegroom is Death, 
With his cold, damp, and grave-Tike hand ; 

Her {hUow is ashes, the slimc-weed her wreath. 
Heaven's flames are her nuptial band. 

And near to that cold, that desolate sea. 
Whose fruits ai:e to ashes now turned, 

Ffot a jGresh-Uown flower, not a budding tree. 
Now blooms where those cities were burned. 



(Wrtma l> »> MMtt n^ ' '*" " 

EnliMt me not, I musi not bear, ^| 
Harit but thti sorrow-beaming tear) if^ 
Tiiy aiwwar^ written deeply dow 
On &» m^. cbeek and clouded brow; 
ing o'er this eye of sadness 
r near M» ipuUei ^aiant 

The heart3 mod dur to m ara.gd&k " 
And .tttfii and / ore Joft abne; ->.: 
Where'er tboa wanderait. I mil «, ■;. Jl 
111 follow thee thftm^ jojr or WM;'' -, • 
ShtKildrt tbon to other conntiiM dj, 
.Where'er tl]|(t^ ^>dgeit» there inO 1 -.. 

Thy paotfa AaSi 6ij Mopb h% '■"' v'!^ 
And to thv God, t 'U Wd dto koBBj' , .? 
Whither tboa flieft, will JiflTi i „ ,'- T 

where tbou diest, I wiO ille; 
pw^ the fame sod which ~piBowi ihn ' -; 
Shalt freihl;, nroelte Uoom lor me.*^^ 

■ ■ ■ i 

- -■:^ 

On the brow of Gilboa is war's btood3r.'stfaiv..„'y 
The pride and the beauty of Israel ^ alami ■-,• 
O publish it Dot in proud As'^elon's sfreet^ .' 
Nor tell it in Gath, lest in triumph they amL -^ 
For how are the mi^i^ fisttt 



Tia gteaupBing t 
Whicfi only nea 



^. 



DAVm AND JONAtHAK. 
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ount of Gilboa, no dew shah thou see* 
^^Q bkxxl of the Philistine fall upon thee; 
u^e strong-|nmoned eagle of Israel is dead, 
brow is his piUow, thy bosom his bed ! 

O how are the mighty fallen ! 

P» daughters of Israel, weep o*er his grave ! 
^t breast will now pity, what arm will now save'' 
f^tother! my brother I this heart bleeds for thee, 
^ou wert a friend and a brother to me ! 

Ahy how are the mighty fallen I 



THE SICK-BED. 

(Writtea in ber fifteenth year.) 

^ave you watched beside the bed, 
Where rests the weary, aching head ? 
^ have you heard the long, deep groan. 
The low-said prayer, in half-breathed tone? 

have vou seen the fevered slee[). 
Which speaks of agony within 7 
te eye wnich would, but cannot weep. 
And wipe away the stains of sin ? 

t^ave vou marked the struggling breath, 
\Vhich would but cannot leave its clav ? 
4d have you marked the hand of death 
XTnbind, and bid it haste away ? 

^en thou hast seen what thou shalt feel ; 
Then thou hast read thy future doom ; 
jMuse, one moment, o'er death's seal, 
There 's no repentance in the tomb. 



.) 
>, 



i 
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DEATH. 

Ibtari 




• «• 




The d ttlf myii c oB Wrth ; Int fiioMBp it I^HU .^^ 
Hb mtfAedi the dneriboU of miivmv it ifeAti « %-^'' 
He 8leah Eke m tUef e^ the Somi^mP^j^fmt.^)^ 

His throne it the toiBb^ and e peitihaft hraelh 



Welks foilh on the oishMrinA the hnraU ef dM 



His oooch is the biert and the daik 

Aro the curtail, whidi shroidjogr^ aee*Mte^ 



TO MY MOTHBB. 



dHM whose caJe snitawipd way iiiaet y e artb ^ 
Aiid taoght 1117 pratlliqg Ep each nple of -Uvb; 

Whose socShii^ raioe ticsAed eoinfctt le^-^ 
And romd my faffowhopefb hnghtMft gpatvllwW 

To thee my hy is due^ the flinnie aooj^ 
Whidi Mature gave me at GM dpeapM dQr; 

To thee diese rode, diese ontacfg^ slr^rMoei 
Whose heart inddgent wiD not spnrii aoy lajib 






O sav, amid this wiMemess of Vhf 

What bosom wcMdd have throbbed Eldh thnienn 
Who woold have smiled respoiuivef ----vriiqii^ji 

Woold e'er have fek, and, feeb^ grie«!i«iii6S| 



*:1 
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Who would have guarded, with a falcon eye, 
Sich trembling Tootstep or each sport of fear T 
I Who wdidd have markea my bosom bounding high. 
And clasped me to her heart, with love's bri^t tear? 

Who would have hung around my sleepless couch. 
And honed, with anxious hand, my burning brow? 

Who would have fondly pressed my fevered Tip, 
Id all the agony of love and woe T 

None but a mother — none but one like thee, 
Whose bloom has faded in the midnight watch ; 
L Whose eye, for me, has lost its witchery, 
I Whose form has felt disease's mildew touch. 

'< *^, thou hast lighted me to health and life. 
By the bright lustre of thy youthful bloom — 

^^8, thou hast wept so oft o'er every grief, 
"That woe hath traced thy brow with marka of 
gloom. 

•^ then* to thee, this rude and simple song, 
miiich breathes of thankfulness and love for thee, 

^o thee, mv mother, shall this lay belong, 
^boae life is spent in toil and care for me. 



SABRINA. 

A VOUSAiriC ISLAlfD, WHICH APPEARED AND DIt* 
APPEARED AHOITG THE AZORES, Ilf 1811. 

(WrittaB in her ttxteentli year.) 

Ue of the ocean, say, whence comest thou t 
The smoke thy dark throne, and the blaze round thy 
hrow; 



isa LUCRsru huub J^nmn^ 

The voice of tte earthquake proclaims thee abroad 
And the deep^ xt thy coining, rolls darkly and loud. 

From the breait of the ocean, the bed of the wave, 
Tbou hart btmt iuio being, hast sprung from the grave; 
A atnoger, wild, gloomy, yet (erribly bright. 
Thou art elotbed with the darkness, yet crowacd 
with the light 

Thou comeat in flames, thou hast risen in hre ; 
The wave ii.thy pillow, the lempest thy choir: 
Theyi Will lull tmJe to sleep on the ocean's broad breast, 
A BUinib'riiig volcano, an earthquake at rest. I 

Thou hast looked on the isle — thou hast looked ml 
the wave — 1 

Then hietbee again to thy deep, watery grave; | 
Go, queoch thee in ocean, thou dark, nameless thing. 
Thou apKtk from the /alien one's wide flaming wing. 



THE PROPHECY. 



Let me gaze awhile on that marble brow, 
Oa'thatTuU, dark eye, on that cheek's warm gloWiT 
Let me gaze for a moment, that, ere I die, | 

I may read thee, maiden, a prophecy. 
That brow may beam in glory awbila; . 

That cheek may bloom, and that lip may H^jkl'^^f' 
That full, dark eye may brightly beam /-'^%0' 
In life's gay mony, in liope*! ytjung dvBam.^-*J^'u- ' 



:-^ 
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clouds shall darken that brow of snow, 
sorrow blight thy bosom's glow. 
m by that spirit so haughty and high, 
>w b^ that brightly-f]ashing eye, 
, maiden, there 's that within thy breast, 
3h hath marked thee out for a soul unblest : 
strife oriove, with pride shall wring 
youthful bosom's tenderest string; 
the cup of sorrow, mingled for thee, 
. be drained to the dregs in agony, 
maiden, yes, I read in thine eye, 
irk, and a doubtful prophecy. 
I shalt love, and that love shall be thy curse ; 
1 wilt need no heavier, thou shalt feel no worse 
the cloud and the tempest near ; 
voice of the troubled tide I hear ; 
torrent of sorrow, the sea of grief, 
rushing waves of a wretched life ; 
bosom's bark on the surge I see, 
maiden, thy loved one is there with thee. 
I star in the heavens, not a light on the wave I 
len, I 've gazed on thine early grave, 
n I am cold, and the hand of Death 
crowned my braw with an icy wreath ; 
n the dew hangs damp on this motionless lip ; 
n this eye is closed in its long, last sleep, 
I, maiden, pause, when thy heart beats nigh, 
think on my last sad prophecy. 



18 
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r*V ,^ M-^-s <rsll "^te* r-.'^^T "37 m^ 

:T' :.e >aa:; f.^^v .*a :il /. :bixe5 ism amjk; 






V*:*^' ^"^i s«M.. r^oe :a x' cs lar-xor in 1 
J" very '.^A.- Aii::^ i'jt-jv — ^'r^fry em 
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PROPHECY III. 

TO A50THEK LADT. 

Wi\ thou rashlv unveil the dark volume of fate ? 
[t is open before thee, repentance is late : 
Too late, for behold. o*er the dark page of woe. 
Move the days of tby grief, yet unnumbered below. 
There is one, whose sad destinv minsles with thine : 
He was formed to be happy — he dared to repine : 
And jealousy mixed in his bright cup of bliss. 
And the page of his fate grew still darker than this : 
He sazea on thee, maiden, he met thee, and passed : 
But better for thee had the Siroc's fell blast 
Swept by thee, and wasted and faded thee there. 
So Toothful, so happy, so thoughtless, so fair. 
And mark ye his broad brow ? 't is noble : *t is high ; 
And mark ye the flash of his dark, eagle-eye ? 
When the wide wheels of time have' encircled the 

world ; 
When the banners of night in the sky are unfurled ; 
TheD, maiden, remember the tale I have told, 
For iuther I may not« I dare not unfold. 
Hie rose on yon dark page is sear and decayed* 
And thus, e^en in youth, shall thy fondest hopes fade: 
'TIS an emblem of thee, broken, withered, and pale — 
Nay, start not, and blanch not, though dark be the tale: 
Ad hour-glass half-spent, and a tear-bedewed token, 
A heart, withered, wasted, and bleeding and broken. 
All these are the emblems of sorrow to be ; 
[ viB veil the page, maiden, in pity to thee. 



BYRON 



la 



IL§ ikijiiM W9e zrea:. his rin 
Ha g.ind a bcmuig bmp oc Hea 

Ha uleats were besu>wed u> item. 
Bat were as rainir iost as girca. 

His was a harp of he a fe a i y sooid. 

The u u uibci s wild, and bold, aad 
Bot ah! some demon, harenng nMBd, 
Toned its sweet chords to Sm and Fear. 

His was a miiid of ffjant mooU* 
Which grasped at mil beneath the tUa; 

And his* a heart, so icy cold. 
That rirtve in its recess dies. 



FEATS OF DEATH. 

(WrittM IB hv iiztetack ywr.) 



I have passed o*er the earth in the darkness of mg 
I have walked the wiM winds in the moming's fan 

light; 
I have paused o'er the bower where the Infant 

sleeping, 
And I Ve left the fond mother in sorrow and weep 

Mv pinion was spread, and the cold dew of ni^ 
Which withers and moulders the flower in its lig' 
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'ell silenthr o'er the warm cheek in its clow, 
iikd I left it there blighted, and wasted, and low : 
. culled the fair bud, as it danced in its mirth, 
Knd I left it to moulder and fade on the earth. 

I paused O'er the valley, the glad sounds of joy 
nose soft through the mist, and ascended on hii^h ; 
The fairest were there, and I paused in my flight. 
And the deep cry of wailing broke wiMly that night 

I stav not to srather the lone one to earth, 
1 spare not the youn^ in their gav dance of mirth, 
But I sweep them alFon to their )iQme in the grave, 
I stop not to pity — I stay not to save. 

I paused in my pathway, for beauty was there ; 
It was beauty too death-like, too cold, and too fair I 
lie deep purple fountain seemed melting away. 
And the faint pulse of life scarce remembered to play; 
She had thought on the tomb, she was waiting for me, 
I gazed, I passed on, and her spirit was free. 

The clear stream rolled gladly, and bounded along. 
With ripple, and murmur, and sparkle, and song ; 
The minstrel was tuning his wild harp to love, 
And sweet, and half-sad were the numbers he wove. 
I passed, and the harp of the bard was unstrung; 
(ferthe stream which rolled deeply, 'twas recklessly 

hung ; 
The minstrel was not ! and I passed on alone, 
O'er the newly-raised turf, and the rudely-carved 

stone. 



13 • 



ise ir riATii. x^i't. 3 ^^35.3^. 



Av:r::N iiriAOSDiXARY. 



Tbx: 3. UA :a :ic ra-jiieicn' ra:c» firiif^ be laid 

Tie tax ■* ii is jir^^: L5 i -o-i cccjc. w-iil carrv. 

'T"wis I'lrrji j:^:5C-'::f- 1:111 >:rrju iisjse. 

-Vjiji c»fc!i^2C :ra: :-: siv- i-^eiT o-srs heans'-bl 

'.r KL-ri 2 '*!** :ix '.^eT wr-jd -•:: rav 3. shilling. 



Br: "J>= r-.er? ircemjieii :.i^'7» «:-_ :j pursue, 

-« • ■ . . . B 

-?^ ->jc • s«r. -jc -v. .«L..^ej. rs -. A. «ru*.^^Jc* 

A zr.-zz Wii 5^::: vir:..^ ::e ::-sz :j« a::c iVd. 

Aod to rs.1! oj: :: il re -Hi::*.: .r.ee: :z z.'.s vray, 
•'Ho! foriT r'A ca.:he-:rs so-'i ~ere tc^iav!" 

Ezzh :e r.^r very ces: z»:tji^'. azd i:'.Ta. 
From -..'.:r.v ::■ sLv.v. :Vr. IlIic. reo. ini raie, 
*/: ever.- cfesorrtlca. a!. ri-CAe-i :: :r.e sjile. 
Tr.e a-jcti'ir.eer ices ia h!< .i>?.:r S^;:a^l. 
Am called o;:: alocd. as he he. J i:p a man. 
•• How much !or a ba?he:?r ' who wants :=? buy 
hi a twink.* even" maiden resror^ded. •• I. — I:" 



• -■ T.'Ai iTt, a ticink she wca ae tc h=r "eve." — SUl-jj: 
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short, at a highly-extravagant price, 
he bachelors all were sold off in a trice ; 
nd forty old maidens, some younger, some older, 
ach lugged an old bachelor home on her shoulder. 



THE BACHELOR. 

(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

) the world, (whose dread laugh he would tremble 

to hear, 
'om whose scorn he would shrink with a cowardly 

fear,) 
\e old bachelor proudly and boldly will say, 
ngle lives are the longest, single lives are most gay. 

) the ladies, with pride, he will always declare, 
lat the links in love's chain are strife, trouble, and 

care; 
lat a wife is a torment, and he will have none. 
It at pleasure will roam through the wide world 

alone. 

kd let him pass on, in his sulky of state ; 

say, who would envy that mortal his fate ? 

» brave all the ills of life's tempest alone, 

I a heart to respond the warm notes of his own. 

3 joys undivided no longer will please ; 

e warm tide of his heart through inaction will 

freeze: 
8 sorrows concealed, and unanswered his sighs, 
te old bachelor curses his folly, and dies. 
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Pass on, then, proud ione one, put on to thy fiite; 
Thy sentence is sealed, thy rqientanoe too hte ; 
Like an arrow, which leaves not a trace oo the wind, 
No mark of thy pathway shall linger 



Not a sweet voice shall murmur its sighs o'er thy tomb; 
Not a fair hand shall teach thy lone pillow to bloom; 
Not a kind tear shall water thy dark, bnely bed; 
By the living 't was scorned, *i is refused to the deid 



THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

TO HISS E. C. — COMPOSED OS A BLAVK LBAT OT 
HEE PALEY, DURING REClTATIOir. 

(Wntlca in bcr iixiccbU fear.) 

I 'm thy guardian angel, sweet maid, and I rest 
In mine own chosen temple, thy innocent breast; 
At midnight I steal from my sacred retreat. 
When the chords of thv heart in soft unison beat. 

When thy bright eye is closed, when thy dark tress* 

flow 
In beautiful wreaths oVr thy pillow of snow ; 

then I watch o*er thee, all pure as thou art. 
And listen to music which steals from thy heart 

Thy smile is the sunshine which gladdens my soul, 
My tempest the ck>uds, which aroimd thee may roll 

1 feast my light form on thy rapture-breathed sighs, 
And drink at the fount of those beautiful eyes. 

The thoughts of thy heart are recorded by me; 
There are some which, half-breathed, half-ackno^ 
ledged by thee. 
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Steal sweetly and silently o'er thy pure breast, 
Just ruffling its calmness, then murmuring to rest. 

' Like a breeze o'er the lake, when it breathlessly lies. 
With its own mimic mountains, and star-spangled 

skies, 
I stretch my light pinions around thee when sleeping. 
To guard thee from spirits of sorrow and weeping. 

^ I breathe o'er thy slumbers sweet dreams of delight. 
Till you wake but to sigh for the visions of night ; 
Then remember, wherever your pathway may lie. 
Be it clouded with sorrow, or brilliant with joy. 
My spirit shall watch thee, wherever thou art. 
My incense shall rise from the throne of thy heart 
Farewell ! for the shadows of evening are fled. 
And the young rays of morning are wreathed round 
my head. 



ON THE CREW OP A VESSEL, 

WHO WERE rOUKD DEAD AT SEA. 
(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

^l*he breeze blew fair, the waving sea 
.^^ Curled sparkling round the vessel's side ; 
^^^be canvass spread with bosom free 
Its swan-like pinions o'er the tide. 



tvening had gemmed with glittering stars, 
,^^^^Her coronet so darkly grand ; 
-i^^ Queen of Night, with fleecy clouds. 
Had formed her turban's snowy band. 



n^ 



•• 



itt LocunA 1UBI4 ^TnMin. 



•v: .jJfc! 



On, oo fbe Hatoiy 

Willi stmmer wmvng MOT aaii wmb; 
When lo ! a buk appearad in mw. 

And gaify daooad opn tk tidi^ 



Each way the breeae its wfld wing 
That way the itraiiger tbhrI tnraad i 

Now near the drew, now w^^ad ftf« 
She flottefedy trembled. 




I.'' 



" It IS the pirale^s coned 

The Tinams Eniger to 
Thus honnditig o'er the walon 

They seek to hm, and then desHof. 

^ Perchance, tiiOK sliange and waywaid sigw 

May be the signab of djitrcis,* 
The Captain cried, " for maik ye^ now. 

Her sails are flapping wide and tooae." 

And now the stranger TOssel came 
Nesr to that gay and ^aUant bark; 

It leemed a wanderer fiur and kme^ 
Upon Life's wave, so deep and dark. 



And not a monnor, not a sDond* ■,» I 

Came from that Vmt and dreary diqp; 

The icy chains of nlence boimd 
Each rayless ce^ and* pallid lip. 






%?■ 



;^ 



For Death's wins had been waving there, "S 

The cold dew nung on every brow, "^ 

And sparkled there, Ue angel tears, 

Shai o'er the silent crew below. -. -^^J 
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vard that ship was gaily flying, 

:s bosom the sailor's grave; 

! breeze, 'mid the shrouds, in low notes, sighing 

'heir requiem over the brave. 

on, fly on, thou lone vessel of death, 
'ly on, with thy desolate crew ; 

mermaids are twining a sea-weed wreath, 
Vf ong the red coral groves for you. 



WOMAN'S LOVE- 

(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

ey told me of her history — her love 
19 a neglected flame, which had consumed 
5 vase wherein it kindled. O how fraught 
th bitterness is unrequited love! 
know that we have cast life's hope away 
a vain shadow! 

rs was a gentle passion, quiet, deep, 
a woman's love should be, 
tenderness and silence, only known 
the soft meaning of a downcast eye, 
lich almost fears to look its timid thoughts ; 
ligh, scarce heard ; a blush, scarce visible, 
)ne may give it utterance. — Love is 
3eautiful feeling in a woman's heart, 
len felt, as only woman love can feel ! 
re, as the snow-fall, when its latest shower 
kg on spring-flowers; deep, as a cave-locked 

fountain ; 
1 changeless as the cypress's green leaves ; 
1 like them, sad ! She nourished 
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Fond hopes and sweet anxieties, and fed 

A passion unconfessed, till he she loved 

Was wedded to another. — ^Then she grew 

Moody and melancholy ; one alone 

Had power to soothe her in her wanderings. 

Her gentle sister ; — But that sister died. 

And the unhappy girl was left alone, 

A maniac — She would wander far, and shunned 

Her own accustomed dwelling; and her haunt 

Was that dead sistefs grave : and that to her 

Was as a home. 



• TO A LADY, 
WHOSE siiroiiro rbseitblbd that or an ABSSirT 

SISTER. 
(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

Oh ! touch the chord yet once again. 
Nor chide me, though I weep the while; 

Believe me, that deep seraph strain 

Bore with it memory's moonlight smile. 

It murmured of an absent friend; 

The voice, the air, 't was all her own ; 
And hers those wild, sweet notes, which blend 

In one mild» murmuring, touching tone. 

And days and months have darkly passed. 
Since last I listened to her lay; 

And Sorrow's cloud its shade hath cast. 
Since then, across my weary way. 
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Yet still the strain comes sweet and clear, 
Like seraph- whispers, lightly breathing; 

Hush, busy memory, Sorrow's tear 

Will blight the garland thou art wreathing. 

'T is sweet, though sad — yes, I will stay, , 

I cannot tear myself away. 

I thank thee, lady, for the strain, 

The tempest of my soul is still ; 
Then touch the chord yet once again. 

For thou canrt calm the storm at will I 



TO MY FRIEND AND PATRON, 

M K , ESQ. 

(Written in her sixteenth year.) 

And can my simple harp be strung 
To higher theme, to nobler end. 

Than that of gratitude to thee, 
To thee, my father and my friend? 

I may not, cannot, will not say 
1 All that a grateful heart would breathe ; 
But I may frame a simple la^. 
Nor Slander blight the blushing wreath 

Yes, I will touch the string to thee, 
Nor fear its wildness will offend; 

For well I know that thou wilt be. 
What thou hast oyer been — a friend. 
14 



If;*-. LI lRETIA MARIA DAVIDSON. 

There are, whose cold and idle gaze 
Would freeze the current where it flows; 

But Gratitude shall guard the fount. 
And Faith shall light it as it flows. 

Then tell me, niay I dare to twinCp 
While o'er my simple harp I bend. 

This little ofl*erins for thee, 

For thee, my father, and my friend T 



ON SEEING 

A PICTURE OF THE VIRGIN MARY, 

PAINTED SEVERAL CENTURIES SINCE. 

A FRAGMENT. 

(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

Roll back, thou tide of time, and tell 

Of book, of rosary, and bell ; 

Of cloistered nun, with brow of gloom, 

Immured within her living tomb; 

Of monks, of saints, and vesper-song. 

Borne gently by the breeze along; 

Of deep-toned organ's pealing swell ; 

Of Ave Marie, and funeral knell ; 

Of midnight taper, dim and small. 

Just glimmerine through the high-arched hall; 

Of gloomy cell, of penaikre lose, 

Which can for darkest deeds atone 

Roll back, and lift the veil of night 

For I would view the anchorite. 
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Ves, there he sits, so sad, so pale, 

Juddering at Superstition's tale: 

CroiriDg ms breast with meagre hand, 

^ile saints and priests, a motley band, 

Arrayed before him, urge their claim 

To heal in the Redeemer's name ; 

To mount the saintly ladder, (made 

1^ every monk, of every grade, 

^^m portly abbot, fat and fair, 

To yon lean starveling, shivering there,) 

^^d mounting thus, to usher in 

^he soul, thin ransomed from its sin. 
^^i teU me, hapless bigot, 'why, 
^or what, for whom did Jesus die, 
S pyramids of saints must rise 
•J o form a passage to the skies ? 
^^d think you man can wipe away 
^!j^ith fast and penance, day by day, 
^^Q single ^in, too dark to fade 
"^fbre a bleedinff Saviour's shade? 
^ ye of little faith, beware 1 
£^r neither shrift, nor saint, nor prayer, 
^^ould aught avail ye without Him, 
^^«de whom saints themselves grow dim. 
^oll back, thou tide of time, and raise 
^he faded forms of other days ! 
^jTon time-worn picture, darkly grand, 
^^be work of some forgotten hand. 

Will teach thee half thy mazy way. 

While Fancy's watch-fires dimly play. 

Roll back, thou tide of time, and tell 

Of secret charm, of holy spell, 

Of Supef^tion's midnight rite, 

O! wild Devotion's seraph flight, 

(X Melancholy's tearful eye, 

Of the sad votaress' frequent sigh, 
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HEADACHE. 

(Written in her fifteenth }'ear.j 

Meadache ! thou bane to Pleasure's fairy spell, 
Thou fieDd, thou foe to joy. I know thee well I 
Beneath thy lash I 've writhed for many an hour. — 
1 hale thee, for I 've known, and dread thy power. 

Even the heathen gods were made to feel 
The aching torments which thy hand can deal ; 
And Jove, the ideal king of lieaven and earth. 
Owned thy dread power, which called stern Wisdom 
forth. 

H'ould'st thou thus ever bless each aching head. 
And bid Minerva make the brain her bed. 
Blessin^rs might then be taught to rise from woe, 
And \Vlsdom spring from every throbbing brow. 

But always the reverse to me. unkind. 
Polly for ever dogs thee close behind ; 
And firom this burning brow, her cap and bell. 
For ever jingle Wisdom's funeral knell. 



TO A STAR. 

^Written in hn fifteenth year.) 

Thou brightly-glittering star of even. 
Thou gem upon the brow of Heaven 
Oh ! were this fluttering spirit free. 
How quick 't would spread its wings to thee. 
14* 
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How calmly, brightly dost thou shine, 
Like the pure lamp in Virtue's shrine ! 
Sure the fair world which thou may*st boi 
Was never ransomed, never lost. 

There, beings pure as Heaven's own air, 
Their hopes, their jovs together share; 
While hovering angels touch the string, 
And seraphs spread the sheltering wing. 

There cloudless days and brilliant nights, 
Illumed by Heaven's refulgent lights ; 
There seasons, years, unnoticed roll. 
And unregretted by the soul. 

Thou little sparkling star of even. 
Thou gem upon an azure Heaven, 
How swiftly will I soar to thee, 
When this imprisoned soul is free ! 



SONG OF VICTORY, 

FOR THE DEATH OF GOLIATB 
(Written in ber fifteenth year.) 

Strike with joy the wild harp's string, 
God, O Israel, is your King! 
We have slain our deadliest foe, 
David's arm hath laid him low. 

Saul hath oft his thousands slain. 
His trophies have bedecked the plain; 
But David's tens of thousands lie 
In slaughtered millions, mounted high. 
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nd the trumpet — strike' the string, 
d let the song of victory ring ; 
^athe with glory David's brow, 
hath laid Goliath low. 

rk him on yon crimson plain, 
is conquered — he is slain; 
who lately rose so high, 
iTed at man, and braved the sky. 

ke with joy the wild harp's string, 
I, O Israel, is your king! 
have slain our deadliest foe, 
id's arm hath laid him low. 



[E INDIAN CHIEF AND CONCONAY. 

(Written in ber fifteenth >'ear.) 

ndian Chieftain is far away, 
ough the forest his footsteps fly, 
i heart is behind him with Conconay, 
nks of his love in the bloody fray, 
en the storm of war is high. 

tie he thinks of the bloody foe, 
is bearing that love away ; 
Ltle he thinKs of her bosom's woe, 
ttle he thinks of the burning brow 
lis lovely Conconay. 

tore her away from her friends, from her home, 
y tore her away from her Chief. 
gh the wild-wood, when weary, they forced 
;r to roam. 




The rom^ mmrSac raued tas evesli 
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^OT there was his brother returning from far, 

O'er his shoulder his scalps were slung ; 
^or he had been victor amid the war, 
His plume had deamed like the polar star, 
AikI on him had the victory hung. 

■The Chieftain paused in his swift career, 

For he knew his Conconay; 
He saw the maid his heart held dear, 
On his brother's breast, in the forest drear, 

Prom her home so far away. 

He bent his bow, the arrow flew, 

It was aimed at Lightfoot's breast ; 
And it pierced a heart, as warm and true 
As ever a mortal bosom knew. 

Or in mortal garb was dressed. 

He turned to his love — from her brilliant eye 

The cloud was passing away ; 
She let fall a tear — she breathed a sigh — 
She turned towards Lightfoot — she uttered a cry. 

For weltering in gore he lay. 

Her heart was filled with horror and woe, 

When she gazed on the form of her Chief; 
'T was his loved hand that had bent the bow, 
'Twas he who had laid her preserver low; 
And she yielded her soul to grief. 

And 't was said, that ere time had healed the wound 

In the breast of the mourning maid. 
That a pillar was reared on the fatal ground, 
And ivy the snow-white monument crowned 

With its dark and jealous shade. 
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1 



THK MOTHER'S LAMENT 



FOR HKR INFANT. 1 



t 



rWniii'ii in lier (inevntli year.) 



4 



ilnUi ^n IiIh hrow, and the dew of the evening 
llaii^N dfiinp o*ur that form I so fondly caressed; 

Dirn iM thtii r.yt), wliich once sparkled with gladness, 
lliiiihi^d arc tiiu griefs of my infant to rest 

(liihiily hi: litiH DM a bosom far colder 

Than that whicli tHicc pillowed his health-blushiDj^ 
rhi)t*k ; 

( !uliiily lit: 'II ivtit thcM'o, and silently moulder, 
No p^iit'.i \n tiisturl) him, no sigh to awake. 

Drnud kin^ nl' the ^ravc, Oh! return me my child ! 

linf'uttttr hi.s heart from the cold chains oi death - 
Moiiarrh of ttMTors, so gloomy, so silent, 

liintm the ailamaiit clasp of thy cold icy wreath ' 



Wlitirc iri my int'ant f the storms may descend. 
The NhowN of ih(^ winter nuiy cover his head; 

Till? viiiii; of the wind o'er his low couch may bend* 
And the frosts o( the night sparkle bright o'er 
the dead. 

Wiiere is n\y infant ? the damp ground is cold. 

Too colli tor those featnivs so laughing and light; 
Muthinks. these tond arms should encircle his form, 
. And Hhield oil' the tempest which wanders at night. 
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is fond bosom loved him, ah ! loved him too dearly, 
And the frail idol fell, while I bent to adore ; 
[ its beauty has faded, and broken before me 
ts the god my heart ventured to worship before. 

is just, and I bow 'neath the mandate of Heaven, 
Thy will, oh, my Father ! for ever be done ! 
ess Gk)d, O my soul, for the chastisement given. 
Henceforth will I worship niy Saviour alone ! 



ON THE MOTTO OF A SEAL. 

"IF I LOSE THEE, I AM LOST." 
ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND. 

(Written in lier fiOeenth year.) 

Wafted o'er a treacherous sea 
Far from home, and far from thee; / 

Between the Heaven and ocean tossed, 
" If I lose thee, I am lost." 

When the polar star is beaming 
O'er the dark-browed billows gleaming, 
I think of thee and dangers crossed, 
For, "If I lose thee, I am lost. 

When the lighthouse fire is blazing, 
High towards Heaven its red crest raising, 
I think of thee, while onward tossed. 
For, '* If I lose thee, lam lost." 
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MORNING. 

(Written in ber sizteentta year.) 

I come in the breath of the wakened breesei 
I kiss the flowers, and I bend the trees;* 
And I shake the dew, which hath fallen by night, 
From its throne, on the lily's pure bosom of white. 
Awake thee, when bright from my couch in the Ay, 
I beam o'er the mountains, and come from on high; 
When .my gay purple banners are waving afar; 
When my herald, gray dawn, hath extinguished each 

star; 
When I smile on the woodlands, and bend o'er the lake, 
Then awake thee, O maiden, I bid thee awake 1 
Thou mayst slumber when all the wide arches of 

Heaven 
Glitter bright with the beautiful fire of even ; 
Wh^n the moon walks in glory, and looks from on high. 
O'er the clouds floating far through the clear azure skji 
Drifting on like the beautiful vessels of Heaven, 
To their far-away harbour, all silently driven, 
Bearing on, in their bosoms, the children of light, 
Who have fled from this dark world of sorrow and 

night ; 
When the lake lies in calmness and darkness, save 

where 
The bright ripple curls, 'neath the smile of a star; 
When all is in silence and solitude here, 
Then sleep, maiden, sleep ! without sorrow or fear! 
But when I steal silently over the lake, 
Awake thee then, maiden, awake ! oh, awake ! 



. 
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SHAKSPEARE. 

(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

Shakspeare! ''with all thy faults, (and few have more,) 

I love thee still," and still will con thee o'er. 

Heaven, in compassion to man's erring heart, 

Gave thee of virtue — then, of vice a part, 

Lest we, in wonder here, should bow before thee, 

Break Gk>d's commandment, worship, and adore thee : 

But admiration now, and sorrow join ; 

His works we reverence, while we pity thine. 



TO A FRIEND, 

WHOM I HAD NOT SEEI7 SINCE MY CHILDHOOD. 

(Written in her sixteenth year.) 

And thou hast marked, in childhood's hour, 
The fearless boundings of my breast. 

When, fresh as Summer's opening flower, 
I freely frolicked, and was blessed. 

Oh ! say, was not this eye more bright ? 

Were not these lips more wont to smile 1 
Methinks that then my heart was light, 

And L a fearless, joyous child. 

And thou didst mark me gay and wild, 
My careless, reckless laugh of mirth ; 

The simple pleasures of a child, 
The holiday of man on earth. 
15 
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Then thou hast seen me in that hour, 
When every nerve of life was new, 

When pleasures fanned youth's infant flower, 
And Hope her witcheries round it threw. 

That hour is fading, it has fled, 
And I am left in darkness now; 

A wanderer towards a lowiv bed. 
The grave, that home of all below. 



THE FEAR OF MADNESS. 

WRITTEN WHILE OOXFIXEO TO HER BED, DURIVO II 

LAST ILLZTESS. 

There is a something which I dread, 

It is a dark, a fearful thing; 
It steals along with withering tread. 

Or sweeps on wild destruction's wing. 

That thought comes o'er me in the hour 
Of grief, of sickness, or of sadness ; 

'T is not the dread of death — 'tis more. 
It is the dread of madness. 

Oh ! may these throbbing pulses pause. 
Forgetful of their feverish course ; 

Mav this hot brain, which burning, glows 
VVith all a fiery whirlpool's force, 

Be cold, and motionless, and still, 
A tenant of its lowlv bed. 

But let not dark delirium steal — 

♦ **#**#♦ 

(Thii wa« the last piece she ever wrote J 
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MARITORNE, 



OR THE 



PIRATE OF MEXICO. 



(Written in her seventeenth year.) 



l( 



Oh Barritaria's brow the watch-fires glow. 
Their beacons beaming on the gulf below, 
As if to dare some'death-devoted hand 
To quench in blood the boldly blazing brand ; 
Some Orlean herald arm'd with threatening high 
To daunt the Pirate-chieftain's haughty eye, 
To bid him bend to tame and vulgar law, 
And bow to painted things with trembling awe. 
Such herald well may come? — but woe betide 
The self-devoted messenger of pride ! 
Such herald well may come, but far and near 
The name of Maritorne is joined with fear ; 
His vessels proudly ride the Gulf at will, 
Whilst he is Chief of Barritaria's Isle. 
The iron hand of power is raised in vain. 
Whilst Maritorne is master of the main. 
Tis his to sacrifice — 'tis his to spare — 
He moves in silence, and is everywhere. 
His victims must with pompous boldness bleed. 
But if he pities, who may tell the deed ? 
T is done in secret, that no eye may mark 
One thought more gentle, or one act less dark. 
And he, tne governor of yon fair land, 
, Whose tongue speaks freedom, but whose guilty hand 
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t oh ! like them, his crimes were dark and deep, 
•r vengeance was awake, — can vengeance sleep ? 
IS ; sleepj as ti^rs sleep, with half-shut eye, 
ouching to sprmg upon the passer-by, 
ith parch'd tongue cleaving to his blacken'd cell, 
fPmng with thirst, and jaws which hunger fell 
Uh sharply whetted, quiv'ring to devour 
le reckless wretch abandon'd to his pow'r. 
is : thus may vengeance sleep in breast like his, 
here thoughts of wild revenge are thoughts of bliss, 
lus may it sleep, like iEtna's burning breast, 
) burst in thunders when 't is dreaded least ; 
)r his had been the joyless, thankless part, 
F one who warm'd a viper at his heart, 
lid clasp'd the venom'd reptile to his breast 
ill wounded by the ingrate he caress'd. 
iich had been Maritorne's accursed fate, 
re he became the harden'd child of hate, 
t first his breast was torn with anguish wild, 
e curs'd himself, then bitterly revii'd 
he world, as hollow-hearted, false, unkind ; 
e curs'd himself, and doubly curs'd mankind ; . 
nd then his heart grew callous, and like steel 
rasp'd in his hand, had equal power to feel. 
' was like yon mountain snow-crest, chill tho' bright, 
^\d to the touch, but dazzling to the sight, 
ill when the hour of darkness gathers, then 
be sunbeam fades, the ice grows dim again, 
e had a friend, one on whom fancy's eye 
ad deeply, rashly stamp'd fidelity: 
raitor had better seem'd — worm — viper — aught — 
le vilest, veriest, wretch e*er named in thought, 
>r he was sin's own son, and all that e'er 
igels above may hate or mortals fear. 
lere was a fascination in his eye 
hich those who felt, migh seek in vain to fly. 
15* 
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There was blasting glance of mockery there, 
There was a calm, contemptuous, biting sneer 
For ever on his lip, which made men fear, 
And fearing shun him, as a bird will shun 
A gilded bait, though glittering in the sun; 
But still the mask of friendship he could wear, 
The smile, the warm professions all were there; 
Let him who trusts to these alone — beware! 
A lurking devil may be crouching there. 
•Shame on mankind that they will stoop to use 
Wiles which the imps of darkness would refi29& 
Henceforth let friendship drop her robes of light, 
And following desolation's blasting flight 

* # # >A * f 



There paced the Pirate Chief with giant stride, 

Deep chorus keeping to the Mexic tide ; 

His sable plumes were hov'ring o'er his brow, 




Agai 

He only mutter'd, gnashecThis teeth and smil'^ 

Fit mirth were that, so ghastly and so wild. 

To grace a Pirate Chieftain's scornful lip, 

'T was like St. Helmo's night-fire o'er the deqi. 

The beacon blaze is burning on the shore. 

But burns it not more dimly than before? 

Perchance the drowsy sentinel is sleeping. 

His weary vigils negligently keeping. 

So thought the Chief, but still his wary e}re 

Was fix'd intently between earth and sky, 

As if its quick keen glance would light the flame^ 

And blast the sleeper with remorse and shame. 

He starts — suspicion flashes on his brain — 

He grasps his dagger — by St. Mark -^ again I 
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fie briditly glittered on his breast ; 
the gilded bauble gently press'd — 
$atb, one sigh, and rock and hill and sea, 
ho back the warlike minstrelsy, 
ure which had slowly pass'd between 
f and yonder blaze, sank where 't was seen, 
the earth had gaped with sudden yawn, 
ank both &re and form in silence down ; 
aeon was extinguish'd, rock and tree 
etling cliff, and wildly foaming sea 
lid in darkness, for the deep red light 
faintly sketched them on the brow of night 
m, as was the moon's pule tremulous glow, 
npest-clouds were rallying round her brow ; 



und of a footstep is on the shore, 

away in the surge's roar; 
eard again as the angry spray 
ack and foams its shame away ; 
irill and clear was the call of alarm, 

like the breaking of spell or charm ; 
im'd o'er the dark wave, it rose to the hill, 
e answering echoes re-echoed it still, 
ling sound as of coming waves, 
ering band as if burst from their graves, 
e answers which wake at the bidding clear 
1, the Lord of the Isle of Fear, 
arce had the summons in silence died, 
the foot which had waked the tumult wide, 
ressing the sand where it yielding gave 
i lightest tread as 't was washed by the wave ; 
! side of the Pirate, with outstretch'd hand, 
>ld intruder look'd round on the band ; 



\ 
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But none saw the face of that being save he; 
In wonder he gazed — in his eye you might see 
Surprise, and shame, and a fiend-like gleam, 
Which whisper'd of more than fear might dream; 
And is it for this — for a woman like thee? 
He angrily mutterd and turn'd to the sea — 
And is it for this I have sounded the call 
Wliose notes may never unanswer'd fall ; 
Whose lowest tone is the knell of more 
Tlian can crowd at once upon Hell's broad shore t . 
And is it for this. I must idiv stand 
To trace the wave with my sword on the strand? 
JSpeak ! — tell me— or now by the blood on its blade» 
I will give to that pale cheek a deadlier shade. 
The beacon ! the beacon — she turn'd to the spot, 
And pointed the chief. where the light was not; 
The murmur ran thro' the waiting crowd, 
It was loud at first but it grew more loud. 
Till the Beacon, the Beacon — rang on to the sky, 
But its light was extinguish'd, no blaze met the eye; 
Thus much for the moment — thy honour is clear, 
If it suffers then look for thy recompense here; 
And she threw back her mantle and gave to the light 
Which glared from the torches all fiamingly bright 
A form which e'en Maritorne mark'd not unmoved, 
But t' was one which he did not, nor ever had loved 
There are spies who are waiting in ambush for thee; 
I mark'd out the cavern — 'twas near to the sea; 
They are few, they are bold, they are guided by one 
Who has sworn ere the dawn of anomer day's sun 
To lead thee in triumph, unwounded, unharm'd, 
To yonder proud city all chain'd and unarm'd ; 
This swears he, by all that is sacred to do, 
I heard it, and hasten'd thus breathless to you. 
For pardon I sue not, O punish my crime ! 
Here, here is. my bosom, and now is the tinnel — 
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le last moment beheld me imploring tax, b'reAh, 
Dw 'tis not worth asking — I sue but for death 
he ocean was roaring too loudly to hear 
he words she was speaking, the Chief bent his ear ; 
,h dark plume was resting half fearfully there, 
pon the white brow of the beautiful Clare ; 
lS a being all guilty and trembling would rest 
elf-accused, self-condemn'd in the land of the blest 
Lod he, its wild wearer, how heard he the tale ? 
lis eye flash'd the darker, his Up grew more pale ; 
tut when it was finished and Clara knelt down, 
Vhere, where was his anger, and where was his 

frown? 
h her forehead he printed a passionate kiss — 
fe Clara forgive me — remember not this, 
ut forget not that thou, and thou only, shalt know 
'he cause of my madness, my guilt, and my woe. 

I fall, thou wilt read it in letters of blood 
feath the stone, near the rock, where the beacon- 
light glow'd ; 
I live — and he hastily bowed himself — then — 
he Fiend and the pirate were masters again. 



* 



liffht is on the waters, and the dip 
r distant oars is heard from steep to steep ; 
fie hum of voices float upon the air, 
)ft, yet distinct, tbo' distant, full and clear. 
>me they to Barritaria's Isle as midnight foes ? 
' is well I — the world but roughly with them goes. 
>me they to Barritaria's Isle to join 
heir traitor arms, proud M aritorne, with thine T 
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Ai nlf-rapeniing them soch wekooM gay. 
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Who plied bis tine, or aet at midotgitL bcie; 
Perhaps he started from his diovsy atooA, 
And u»s'd hts bait stUI further down the floodi 
Bui be that as it may. 't was heard no inof^ 
And list'niDg sileoce bover'd o'er the abort- 
Aod yooder fire ibe battle sign is faeainu^ 
Far o'er tbe duskv waters rediv streaaua^ 
The shadow of -So E'irMie-sl-.jp'iies there. J 

lt» biwers feebly dwidngiada air; - - 
Its Ivmd «ub vewnff idfr ta aad ^ 
Nott gfiU'rinp 'oearh the fuH miX)a's silver glow, 
Itowbhck'nu^ m -he jhatle of night's du!l fifowfc 
TwuEkeitsehiiei'. :n fiieiice and~ alone, 
Gnug upoo the shadow which ii cast 
O'er ev*ry rippb^ wave which genity pas^d. 
And web baa bem his joyless, gfoomy lot, 
Forgettbig all nulnbind, by aU forgot. 
Save tfiat aeenned one whose blasting eye 
Was g^aiing on him, — 'I was in vain to fly 
While TTtngmnrr whisper'd curses in his eart 
And tbongb^ tbe demon ibougfat received tfnnjlai 
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• 

But it had ever been his lot to throw 

O^er those who pass'd him, shades of gloom and woe ; 

His love for Laura had been deeply curs'd, 

Hatred's black phial o'er his brow had burst ; 

He felt himself detested, and he knew 

That she whom he adored abhorr'd him too. 

But oh the hapless, the ill-fated one, 

She who could lore him for himself alone, 

Love him, with all his crimes upon his head, 

Love, when the crowd with detestation fled ; — 

A deep dark shade, a wild, a with'ring blast 

Fell o'er her destiny ; the die was cast — 

She was a wretched one, a sweet flower faded. 

Whose wand'ring tendrils round the night-shade 

braided. 
Clung to its baleful breast — hung drooping there, 
Self-sacrificed, it drank the poisoned air 
And with'ring ♦***#****** 

[UnfinishecL'\ 



AMERICA. 

(Written in her seventeenth year.) 

And this was once the realm of nature, where 

Wild as the wind, tho' exquisitely fair, 

She breath'd the mountain breeze, or bow'd to kiss 

T'^e dimplingwaters with unbounded bliss. 

Here in this Paradise of earth, where first 

Wild mountain Liberty began to burst, 

^ce Nature's temple rose in simple grace, 

*he hill her throne, the world her dwelling-place. 

^Qd where are now her lakes so still and lone, 

Her thousand streams with bending shrubs o'ergrown? 



"I 
I - 



ISS LUCRETIA MARIA DAVIDSON. 

Where her dark cat'racts tumbling from on highy 
With rainbow arch aspiring to the sky ? 
Her tow'ring pines with fadeless wreaths entwiit'dy 
Her waving alders streaming to the wiodT 
Nor these alone, — her own, — her fav'rite child. 
All fire; all feeling; man untaught and wild; 
Where can the lost, lone son of nature stray? 
For art's high car is rolling on its *wav ; 
A wand'rer of the world, he flies to Jrowo 
The thoughts of dajrs gone by and pleasures flown. 
In the deep draught, wnose dregs are death and wb^ 
With slavery's iron chain conceal'd below. 
Once thro' the tangled wood, with noiseless tread 
And throbbing heart, the lurking warrior sped, 
Aim'd his sure weapon, won the prize, and tuni'd 
While his high heart with wild ambition bum'd, 
With song and war-whoop to his native tree, 
There on its bark to carve the victory. 
His all of learning did that act comprise. 
But still in nature^ s volume doublv wise. 

The wayward stream which once with idle boood, 
Whirl'd on resistless in its foaming round, 
Now curb'd by art flows on, a wat'ry chain 
Linking the snow-capp'd mountains to the main. 
Where once the alder in luxuriance grew. 
Or the tall pine its towering branches threw 
Abroad to Heaven, with dark and haughty brow, 
There mark the realms of plenty smiling i^w; 
There the full sheaf of Ceres richly glows. 
And Plenty's fountain blesses as it flows; 
x\nd man, a brute when left to wander wild, 
A reckless creature, nature's lawless child. 
What boundless streams of knowledge rolling ooWi 
From the full hand of art around him flow ! 
Improvement strides the surge, while from afitf. 
Learning rolls onward in her silver car ; 



POETICAL REMAINS. 189 

pTeedom anforb her banner o'er his head, j "^ 

Wlule peace sleeps sweetly on her native bed* "" . 

The muse arises from the wildwood glen, 

And chants her sweet and hallow'd son^ again, 

As in those halcyon days, which bards have sung, 

When hope was blushing, and when life was young. 

Thus shall she rise, and thus her sons shall rear 

Her sacred temple here^ and only Aere, 

While Percival, her lov'd and chosen priest. 

For ever blessing, tho' himself unblest, 

Shall fan the fire that blazes at her shrine, 

And charm the ear with numbers half divine. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO A COUSIN. 

She gave me a flowVet, — and oh ! it was sweet ! 
'T was a pea, in full bloom, with its dark crimson 
leaf, 
^nd I said in my heart, this shall be thy retreat I 
'T is one " sacred to Friendship" — a stranger to 
grief. 

In my bosom I placed it, — 't is withered and gone ! 

All its freshness, its beauty, its fragrance had fled ! 
And in sorrow I sigh'd, — am I thus left alone ? 

Is the gift which I cherish'd quite faded and dead? 

It has wither'd ! but she who presented it blooms, 

Still fresh and unfading, in memory here ! 
And through life shall here flourish, *mid danger and 
storms, 
As sweet as the flower, though more lasting and 
fair! 
16 



190 liUCRETIA MARIA DAVIDBOK. 



MODESTY. 

(Written in Iter uzteenth year.) 

There is a sweet, tho' humble flower, 
Which grows in nature's wildest bed; 

It blossoms in the lonely bower. 
But withers 'neath the gazer's tread. 

'Tis rear'd alone, far, far away 
From the wild noxious weeds of death* 

Around its brow the sunbeams play, 
The evening dew-drop is its wreath. 

'Tis Modesty; 'tis nature's child; 

The loveliest, sweetest, meekest flower 
That ever blossom'd in the wild. 

Or trembled 'neath the evening shower. 

'T is Modesty ; so pure, so fair. 
That woman's witch'ries lovelier grow, 

When that sweet flower is blooming there, 
The brightest beauty of her brow. 



A VIEW OF DEATH. 

When bending o'er the brink of life. 
My trembling soul shall stand. 

Waiting to pass death's awful flood. 
Great God ! at thy command • 
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When weepbg friends surround my bed, ^., /.^ 

To dote oiy sightless eyes, ^^-^ 

When shattered by the weight of years ^^ 
This broken body lies; 

When every long-lov'd scene of life 

Stands ready to depart. 
When the last sigh which shakes this frame 

Shall rend this bursting heart ; 

Oh thou great source of joy supreme, 

Whose arm alone can save. 
Dispel the darkness that surrounds 

The entrance to the grave. 

Lay thy supporting gentle hand 

JBeneath my sinking head, 
And with a ray of love divine. 

Illume my dying bed. 

Leaning on thy dear faitliful breast, 

I would resign my breath, 
And in thy loved embraces lose 

The bitterness of death. 



lOB ROY'S REPLY TO FRANCIS OSBAL- 

DISTONE. 

he heather I trod while breathing on earth, 

ust bloom o'er my grave in the land of my birth ; 

!y warm heart would shrink like the fern in the 

frost, 
the tops of my hills to my dim eye were lOSt 
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TO A LADY 

RECOVERING FROM SICKNESS. 
(Written in ber fiAeenth year.) 

There is a charm in the pallid cheek; 
A charm which the tongue can never speak, 
When the hand of sickness has withered awhile, 
The rose which had bloom'd in the rays of a smile. 

There is a charm in the heavy eye, 
When the tear of sorrow is passing by, 
Like a summer shower o'er von vault of blue, 
Or the violet trembling 'neath drops of dew. 

It spreads around a shade as light 
As daylight blending with the night; 
Or 'tis like the tints of an evening sky. 
And soft as the breathing of sorrow's sigh. 



THE VISION. 

(Written in. her fifteenth year.) 



"T was evening — all was calm and silent, save 
The low hoarse dashing of the distant wave ; 
The whip-poor-will had clos'd his pensive lay, 
Which sweetly mourned the sun's declining ray ; 
Tired of a world surcharged with pain ana woe,. 
Weary of heartless forms and all below. 



'V 
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broken each tils, bereft of every friend^ 
Wb^.raDi)ath7. might consolation leno, 
And iminig on each vain and earthly toy, 
WaUi'd^the once gay and still brave Oleroy. 
Thus kMt in thought, unconsciously he stray'd, 
When a dark forest wild around him laid. 
In vain he tried the beaten path to gain, 
He sought it earnestly, but sought in vain ; 
At length overcome, he sunk upon the ground, 
Where the dark ivy twined its branches round ; 
Sudden there rose upon his wondering ear, 
Notes which e'en angels might delighted hear. 
^ov9 low they murmur, now ipajestic rise. 
As though '' some spirit banished from the skies" 
Had there repair'd to tune the mournful lay, 
''And chase the sorrows of his soul away." 
They ceas'd — when lo ! a brilliant dazzling lieht 
Illumed the wood and chas'd the shades of night ; 
Re raised his head, there stood near Oleroy, 
The beauteous figure of a smiling boy ; 
Across his shoulder hung an ivory horn, 
W^ith jewels flittering like the rays of morn ; 
lo his white hand he held the tuneful lyre, 
\nd in his eyes there beam'd a heavenly fire ; 
Approaching Oleroy, he smiling cried. 

You hate the world and all its charms deride, 
You hate the world and all it doth contain, 
Condemn each joy, and call each pleasure pain ; 
Then come, he sweetly cried, come follow me, 
Another world thy sorrdwing eyes shall see. 

Ko sooner said than swift the smiling boy 
liCd from the bower the wond'ring Oleroy. 
Beneath a tree three sylph-like forms recline, 
Each form was beauteous, and each face benign ; 
16* 
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Beside them stood a chariot dazzling brighty 
Yoked with two beauteous swans of purest white; 
They mount the chariot, and ascend on high, 
They bend the lash, on winged winds they Ajt 
Above the spacious globe they stretch their mght, 
That globe seem'd now but as a cloud of night* 
Swift towards the moon the white swans bend tbeir 

way, 
And a new world its treasures doth display. 
They halt ; before them rocks and hills are spread, 
And birds, and beasts, which at their footsteps fled. 
Anotiier moon emits a softer ray, 
And other moon-beams on the waters play : 
They wander on, and reach a darksome cave 
Against whose side loud roars the dashing wave: 
These words upon its rugged front appear, 
" What in your world is lost is treasured here." 
They enter ; — round upon the floor are strewn, 
The ivory sceptre, and the glittering crown ; 
Unnumbered hopes there flutter'd on the wing. 
There were the lays discarded lovers sing ; 
There fame her trumpet blew, long, loud, and clear, 
Worlds tremble as the deaf'ning notes they hear; 
There brooded riches o'er his lifeless heap, 
There were the tears which misery's children weep. 
There were posthumous alms, and' misspent time 
Lost in a jingling mass of foolish rhyme. 
There was the conscience of the miser ; — there 
The tears of love, — the pity of the fair ; 
There, pointing, cried the sylph-like smiling boy, 
There 's the content which fled you, Oleroy ! 
Regain it if you can ; — then far away. 
And reach your world before the dawn of day. 
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IN SEEING AT A CONCERT, THE PUBLIC 
PERFORMANCE OF A FEMALE DWARF. 

(Written in lier fifkeenth year.) 

Helpless, unprotected, weary, 
Toss'd upon the world's wide sea, 

Borne from those I love most dearly. 
Say — dost thou not feel for me? 

Who that hath shrunk 'neath nature's frown 
Would court false fortune's fickle smile ? 

Oh, who would wander thus alone, 
Reckless alike of care or toil? 

Who would, for fading pleasure, brave 
The sea of troubles, dark and deep ? 

For lo ! the gems which deck the wave 
Vanish, and " leave the wretch to weep. 



9» 



T was not for fortune's smile of light, 
Which beams but to destroy for ever ; 

'T was not for pleasure's bubbles bright. 
Which dazzle still, deluding ever : 

■ 

Oft have I falter'd when alone 

Before the crowd I sung my lay. 
But ah, a father's feeble moan 

Rung in my ears, I dared not stay. 

Oh, I have borne pride's scornful look. 
And burning taunts from slander's tongue ; 

Yet more of malice I could brook. 
E'en though my heart with grief was wrung. 
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Adieu ! a long — a last adieu — 

Once more I launch upon life's sea; 

But still shall memory turn to you, 
For, stranger, you have felt for me. 



J 



ON SEEING A YOUNG LADY AT HER • 

DEVOTIONS. 

(Written in her eeventeenth year.) 

She knelt, and her dark blue eye was rais'd, 

A sacred fire in its bright beam blaz'd. 

And it spread o'er her cold pale cheek a light 

So pure, so sacred, so clear and so bright, 

That Parian marble, tho' glittering fair 

'Neath the moon's pale beam, or the sun's broad glare, -. 

Were far less sweet, tho' more dazzlingly bright, 

Than that cold cheek array 'd in its halo of light 

Oh ! 1 love not the dark rosy hue of the sky 

When the bright blush of morn mantles deeply and 

high, j 

But my fond soul adores the pure author of liffht, ^ 
The more when she looks on the broad brow of night; • 
On myriads of stars glitt'ring far thro' the sky, 
Like the bright eyes of saints looking down from on 

high 
From their garden of Paradise, blooming in Heaven, 
On the scene sleeping sweet 'neath the calm smile 

of even. ' - 

I love not the cheek which speaks slumber unbrokeir, 
That heart hath ne'er sigh'd o'er hope's fast fa^i% 
token ; 
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That bosom ne*er throbbed with half-fearful delight 
When it thought on its home in the regions of light, 
Or trembled and wept as with fancy's dear eye 
It gaz'd on the beautiful gates of the sky. 
And the angels which watch at their portals of light, 
All peaceful all sacred, all pure, and all bright : 
But I love that pale cheek as it bends in devotion. 
Like a star sinking down on the breast of the ocean. 



ALONZO AND IMANEL. 

(Written in her flfteentb year.) 

As he spoke, he beheld on the sea-beaten strand 

A form, 'twas so airy, so light. 
He could almost have sworn by the faith of his land 
That an angel was wand'ring 'mid rocks and thro' 
sand, 

'Neath the moon-beam so fitfully bright. 

He paus'dy as the bittern scream'd loud o'er his head. 

One moment he paus'd on the shore, 
To mark the wild wave as it dash'd from its bed, 
I Tossing high the white spray from its foam-spangled 
I nead, 

With a fitful and deafening roar. 

He cauffht the witi notes of a song, on the wind, ^, 

Ere the tempest-god bore them away. 
And they told of a tortured and desperate mind, 
To despair's dark shadows for ever resign'd, 
Of a heart, once hope-lighted and gay. 



/ 
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The bright moon was hid in the breast of the storm, 

And darkness and terror drew round. 
Yet still he could mark her light fanciful form. 
As she roam'd round the wild rocks, devcud of alarm, 
Tho' the fiend of the whirlwind frown'd. 

• 
Oh tell me, he cried, what spirit so light. 

So beautiful e'en in despiair, 
Is wand'ring alone 'mid the storm of the night. 
When to guide her no star in the heaven is br^t. 

No gleam save the lightning's red glare ! 

'T is young Imanel, answered his guide with a sigh,. 

The rich, the belov'd and the gay, 
Who is doom'd from her friends and her country to fly 
For she iov'd, and she wedded Alonzo the spy. 

Who has lefl her and fled far away. 

Alonzo the spy ! — and he darted away 

With the speed of a shootins star. 
Nor heeded the call of his guide to stay. 
But toward the poor lone one he bounaod away» 

She had fled to the sea-beach afar. 

One glance of the forked Ii£[htning'8 glare 
Play'd bright round the rair one's tace. 
And it beam'd on Alonzo, for he was there, 
And it beam'd on his bride, on his Imanel dear, 
Clasp'd at length in his joyful embrace. 
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TO MARGARET'S EYE. 

(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

Oh ! I have seen the blush of morn, 
And I have seen the evening sky; 

But ah 1 they faded when I gaz'd 

On the bright heaven of Margaret's eye. 

I 've seen the Queen of evening ride 
Majestic, 'mid the clpuds on high ; 

But e'en Diana in her pride 
Was dim, near Margaret's brilliant eye. 

I 've seen the azure vault of heaven, 
I 've seen the star-bespangled sky ; 

But oh I I would the whole have given 
For one sweet glance from Margaret's eye. 

I've seen the dew upon the rose. 
It trembled 'neath the zephyr's sigh ; 

But oh ! the tear which nature shed 
Was dim near that in Margaret's eye. 



TO A YOUNG LADY, 

>VHOSE MOTHER WAS INSANE FROM HER BIRTH. 

(Written in her eeventeenth yemr.) 

And thou hast never, never known 
A mother's love, a mother's care ! 

Hast wept, and sigh'd, and smil'd alone, 
Unblest by e'en a mother's prayer. • 
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Oh, if sad sorrow's blighting i 
Halh e'er an arrow, it is thia; 1 

To feel ihat phrenzy's buniing brain 
Hath wip'd away a mothfcPs k" 

To mark the gulf, the starless ware. 
Which rolls between thee and her love. 

To feel that better were a grave, 
A grave beneath — a home above; 

Than thus Ihat she should linger on. 

In dreamless, sunless solitude; 
Like some bright ruin'd shrine, where one 

All loveliness and truth haih stood. 
And he, her love, her life, her lighl. 

How burst the storm o'er him ! 
Oh, darker than Egyptian night, 

'Twas one wild troubled dream! 

To gaze upon that eye, whose beam 
Was love, and life, and light, 

To mark its wild and wandering 
Which dazzles but to blight; 

To turn in anguish and despair 

From those wild notes of sadness, 

And feel that there was darkness Jhere, 
The midnight mist of madness ; 

To start beneath the thrilling swell 
Of notes still sweet, tho' wasted. 

To mark the idol lov'd too well. 
Id all its beauty blasted ; 

Oh ! it were belter far to kneel. 

In darkly brooding anguish, 
I^pOD the graves of those we lov«;jl 

Than thus to see them languish. 



BSS, ^^^^1 
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A SONG. 

■ 

Ihme^ JM's. JUbinaon^s FarewdL 

(WktMB in htt tUrlMiitli ywr.) 

■ 

I 

Tell me not of joys departed, 
Or of childhood's happy hour I 

When unconsciously I sported. 
Fresh as morning's dewy flower I 

Tell me not of fair hopes blasted. 

Or of unrequited love! 
Tell me not of foftune wasted, 

Or the web which Fate hath wove I 

One fond wish I long have cherished, 
I have twined it round my heart ! 

\irhile all other hopes have perish'd, 
I with that could never part. 

On life's troubled, stormy ocean 
That bright star still shone serene ! 

To that star, my heart's devotion 
Rose, at morning, and at e'en ! 

And the hope that led me onward^ 
Like a beacon shiniiu; brieht, 

Was — that when this form had moulder'd 
I might wake to realms of light ! 

Wake to bliss — that changes never ! 

Wake no more to hope or fear I 
Wake to joys that bloom for ever ! 

Withei^d by no sigh, no tear \ 

17 
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A SONG. 

(Writtra in bar flftMBth yMr.) 

Life is but a troubled ocean, 
Hope a meteor, love a flower 

Which blossoms in the morning beam. 
And withers with the evening hour. 

Ambition is a dizzy height, 

And glory, but a lightning ^leam ; 

Fame is a bubble, dazzling bright, 

Which fairest shines in fortune's beanu 

When clouds and darkness veil the skies, 
And sorrow's blast blows loud and chill, 

Friendship shall like a rainbow rise. 
And softly whisper — peace, be still. 



TWILIGHT. 

(Written in het fifteenth year.) 

How sweet the hour when daylight blends 

With the pensive shadows on evening's breast ; 

And dear to the heart is the pleasure it lends, 
'T is like the departure of saints to their rest 

Oh, 't is sweet, Saranac, on thy loved banks to stray, 
To watch the last day-beam dance light on thy 
wave. 
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To mark the white skiff as it skims o'er the bay, 
Or heedlessly bounds o'er the warrior's grave. 

Oh, 't is sweet to a heart unentangled and light, 
When with hope's brilliant prospects the fancy is 
blest,' 

To pause 'mid its day-dreams so witcbingly bright. 
And mark the last sunbeams, while sinking to rest. 



ON THE DEATH OP QUEEN CAROLINE. 

(Written in her twelfth year.) 

Star of England ! Brunswick's pride ! 

Thou hast suffer'd, droop'd, and died ! 

Adversity, with piercing eye, 

Bade all her arrows round thee fly ; 

She marked thee from thy cradle-bed, 

And plaited thorns around thy head ! — 

As the moon, whom sable clouds 

Now brightly shows — now darkly shrouds — 

So envy, with a serpent's eye. 

And slander's toague of blackest dye. 

On thy pure name aspersions cast, 

And triumph'd o'er thy fame at last ! ^ 

But each dark tale of guilt and shame 

Shall darker fly to whence it came ! 

A stranger in a foreign land, 

Oppress'd beneath a tyrant's hand, 

She drank the bitter cup of woe. 

And read Fate's black'ning volume through I ^ 

The last, the bitterest drop was drank, 

The volume closed — and all was blank ! 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF THE BEAUTIFUL MRS. •••• 

I saw her when life's tide was UA, 

When youth was hov'ring o'er tier brow. 

When joy was dancing in her eye. 

And her cheek blush*d hope's crimsoo glow. 

I saw her 'mid a fairy throng. 

She seem'd the gayest of the gay ; 
I saw her lightly glide along, 
'Neath beauty's smile, and pleasure's lay. 

I saw her in her bridal robe. 
The blush of joy was mounting high ; 

I marked her bosom's heaving throb, 
I mark'd her dark and downcast eye. 

I saw her when a mother's love, 
Ask'd at her hand a mother's care ; 

She look'd an angel from above, 
Hov*ring round a chenJb fair. 

I saw her not till cold and pale. 
She slumber'd on death's icy arm ; 

The rose had faded on her cheek. 
Her lip had lost its power to charm. 

That eye was dim which brightly shone ; 

That brow was cold, that neart was sdD 
The witch'ries of that form had flown 

The lifeless clay had ceas'd to feel. 



/ 
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I saw her wedded to the grave; 

Her bridal robes were weeds of death ; 
And o'er her pale, cold brow, was humg 

The damp sepulchral icy wreath. 



THE WHITE MAID OF THE ROCK. 

(Written in ber fiftoentb year.) 

Loud 'gainst the rocks the wild spray is dashing. 
Its snowy white foam o'er the waves rudely splash- 

The woods echo round to the bittern's shrill scream, 
As he dips his black wing in the wave of the stream; 
Now mournful and sad the low murmuring breeze 
Sishs lonely and dismal through hollow oak trees. 
Tne owl loudly hoots, while his lonely abode 
Serves to shelter the snake and the poisonous toad ; 
LiOl the black thunder-cloud is spread over the skies, 
And the swift-winged lightning at intervals flies. 
The streamlet looks dark, and the spray wilder breaks, 
AdA the alder leaf dank, with its silver drops shakes ; 
This dell and these rocks, this lone alder and stream, 
\^ith the dew-drops which dance in the moon's silver 

beam, 
^re sacred to beings ethereal and light, 
^^ho hold their dark orgies alone and at night 
^ild, and more wild, dashed the waves of the stream, 
The White Maid of the rock gave a shrill piercing 

scream; 
Down headlong she plunged 'neath the dark rolling 

wave. 
And rising, thus chanted a dirge to the brave. 
17* 
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- Tr^e raven croaks load fipom her neat in the rock, 
Tr.e cizrii-owrs shrill hoodng reaounds from the oak; . 
Berio'.d'jie reu^eat where brave Aveoel is laid, i 
VrAZZ'TnL'd. except bv his own Scottish plaid! 

L'lnz siiKre has my girdle diminiAed to naoeht, 
A::d'ihe great house of Avenel low has beenlroi^t ; 
The starTmw bums dimly which oooe br^hllj sMoe, 
AiMi proud Areoers glory for erer has flown. 
As I sail'd and my white garmeots caught in th^ 

brake. 
Xeam the oak. whose huge branches extend o'er the 

iake. 
* Woe to thee ! woe to thee ! Maid of the Rock,' 
Cned the night-raven who builds in the oak; 

- Woe to thee ! guardian spirit of Avenel ! 
Where are thv hollv-bush, streamlet and deilT 

No longer thou sittest to watch and to weep, : 

Near the abbey's lone walls, and its turrets so steqi! 
Woe to thee ! woe to thee ! Maid of the lock/ 
Cried the night-raven who builds in the oak ! 
Then farewell, great Av'nel, thy proud race is m! 
The girdle has vanished — my task is now done." 
Then her long flowing tresses around her she drew. 
And her form 'neath the wave of the dark streamlet 
threw. 



THE WEE FLOWER OF THE HEATHEB. 

^Wncien in ber fourteeath yetr.) 

Thou pretty wee flower, humble thing. 
Thou brightest jewel of the heath. 

Which waves at zephyr's lightest wing. 
And trembles at the softest breath ; 
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Thou lovely bud of Scotia's land. 

Thou pretty fragrant bumie gem, 
By whisp'ring breezes thou art fann'd, 

And greenest leaves entwine thy stem. 

No raging tempest beats thee down. 

Or finds thee in thy safe retreat ; 
By no rough wint'ry winds thou'rt blown, 

Safe seated at the dark rock's feet. / 



TO MY DEAR MOTHER IN SICKNESS. 

Haag not thy harp upon the willow, 
Mourn not a brighter, happier day, 

fiot touch the chord, and life's wild billow 
Will shrinking foam its shame away. 

Then strike the chord and raise the strain 

Which brightens that dark clouded brow; 
Oh ! beam one sunshine smile again. 
And I '11 forgive thy sadness now. 

X*ho' darkness, gloom, and doubt surround thee. 
Thy bark, tho* frail, shall safely ride ; 

^he storm and whirlwind may rage round thee, 
But thou wilt all their wrath abide. 

llang not thy harp upon the willow 

which weeps o'er every passing wave ; 

Tho' life is but a restless pillow, 

There 's calm and peace beyond the grave 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

tWriuca n ker devoife jnr.) 

THE MOON. 

1.0 ! yonder rides the empress of the nigfat I 
Unveird she casts arouna her silver light; 
Tease not, fair orb. thy stow majeatjc march^ 
Resume airain thv seat in von blue arch. 
E'en noir, as wear\' of the tedious way, 
Thy head on ocean*s bosom thou dost lay ; 
In his blue waves thou hid'st thy shining free. 
And gloomy darkness takes its vacant place. 

THE SUN. 

lis comsrA'nox.] 

Darling: his ravs the sun now glorious rides. 
And irom his path fell darkness quick divides; 
Vapour dissolves and shrinks at his approach. 
It dares not on his blazing path encroach ; 
Down droops the ilow'rer, — and his bumii^ ray 
Scorches the workmen o'er the new-mown hay. 
Oh ! lamp of Heav'n. pursue thy glorious course^ 
Nor lill gray twilight, auffht abate thv force. 



HABAKKUK III, 6. 



When Cushan was mourning in solitude drear. 
When the curtains of Midian trembled with fear, 
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I the wings of salvation thy chariot did fly 7; '>'^ 

lou didst stride the wide wnirlwind and come from 
on high. 

irth shook, and before thee the mountains did bow ; 
be voidb of the deep thonder'd loud from below ; 
hy arrows glanced oright as they shot thro' the air, 
nd far ffleam*d the light of thy glittering spear ; 
he brignt orb of day paus'd in wonder on nigh, 
nd the lamp of the night stood still in the sky. 



N READING A FRAGMENT CALLED THE 
FLOWER OF THE FOREST. 

(Written in her fbarteenth year.) 

m 

ing on, sweetest songster the woodland can boast ; 
iog on, for it charms, tho' it sorrows my breast ; 
'he strains, tho' so mournful, shall never be lost, 
'31 this throbbing bosom has tnurmur'd to rest 

he sweet Flower of the Forest on memory's page 
hall bloom undecaying while life lingers near, 
nhurt by the storms which around it shall rage, 
y sorrow's sigh fann'd, and bedew'd by a tear. 



ZANTE. 

(Written in her eeventeenth year.) 



he Stood alone, 't was in that hour of thought, 
^hen days gone by, with fading fancies fraught 



v.. 






^ 
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niere was a temple, which had stood, where then 

anihe stood, and old and learned men 

llused o'er its ruins, marking here and there 

Some porch, some altar, or some fountain, where 

[n other days, the towers of faith were raised, 

Where victims bled, or sacred censers blazed ; 

There stood lanthe, leaning on a shrine 

Which rose half mournfully, from -neath the vine, 

Which as in seeming mock'ry had o'ergrown 

Azyl twin'd its tendrils round its breast of stone ; 

Around the ruin'd columns, shaft and step, 

Iq undistinffuish'd masses mould'ring slept. 

And little dreaming of the years gone by, 

Ere tyrant Tune had hurl'd them from on hi^h. 

The moon emerging from the cloud more bright 

The marble surface glitter d in its light ; 

laathe mark'd it — tears will sometimes steal. 

From hearts which have perchance long ceasM to 

feel — 
She wept, and whether that cold trembling gleam 
Vhich shone upon the column, where the beam 
Fdl on its brow, brought to her bleeding breast 
Those gusts of sorrow, grief, despair, distress, 
Or what it was I know not — but she wept 
O'er the wide ruin which around her slept ; 
Then as .if scorning * * * • 

lUnfinished.] 
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THE YELLOW FEVER. 

(Written in tatr riztaeBtb year.) 

The sky is pure, the clouds are light. 

The moonbeams glitter cold and bright; 

O'er the wide landscape breathes no sigh ; 

The sea reflects the star-gemm'd sl^. 

And every beam of Heav'n's broad brow 

Glows brightly on the world below. 

But ah ! the wing of death is spread ; 

I hear the midnight murdVers tread ; — 

I hear the Plague that walks at night, 

I mark its pestilential blight; 

I feel its hot and with'ring breath, 

It is the messenger of death ! — 

And can a scene so pure and fair 

Slumber beneath a baleful air? 

And can the stealing form of death 

Here wither with its blighting breath 7 

Yes ; and the slumb'rer feels its power 

At midnight's dark and silent hour ; 

He feels the wild fire thro' his brain ; 

He wakes ; his frame is rack'd with pain ; 

His eye half closed ; his lip is dark ; 

The sword of death hath done his work ; 

That sallow cheek, that fever'd lip, 

That eye which burns but cannot sleep, 

That black parch'd tongue, that raging brain, 

All mark the monarch's baleful reign ! 

Oh ! for one pure, one balmy breath, 
To cool the sufferer's brow in death ; 
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Oh ! for one waDd'ring breeze of Heav'n ; 
Oh that one moment's rest were giv'n ! 
T is past ; — and bush'd the victim's prayer ; 
The spirit loof — but is not there I 



KINDAR BURIAL SERVICE, 

VERSIFIED. 

We commend our brother to thee, oh earth ! 
To thee he returns, from thee was his birth I 
or thee was he form'd, he was nourished by thee ; 
Me the body, oh earth I the spirit is free. 

Oh air 1 he once breath'd thee, thro' thee he surviv'd, 
And in thee, and with thee, his pure spirit liv'd ; 
That spirit hath fled, and we yield him to thee ; 
His asnes be spread, like his soul, far and free. 

Oh fire I we commit his dear reliques to thee, 
Thoa emblem of purity, spotless and free ; 
May his soul, like thy flames, bright and burning arise. 
To its mansion of bliss, in the star-spangled skies. 

Oh water ! receive him ; without thy kind aid 

&e had parch'd 'neath the sunbeams or moum'd in 

the shade; 
Then take of his body the share which is thine, 
For the spirit hath fl^ from its mouldering shrine. 

18 
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THE GRAVE. 

Ther** .a a ^not ?o still inri drearr, 
I: s 1 oiilo^v Tj ±e wearv : 
I* .s nO ioii»rr.n inii 3o lone. 
Thar jr:ef Sifsers :«i heave a arroan. 

Therms .ire'i norms can enter never: 
Ther«* "■ iS dark ami loneiv ever ; 
The rr.'jimer there shall seek repose. 
And *here •he wanderer's joumev ciosi 



RUINS OF PALMYRA. 

'WnttMn in ber liztauitii year 

Paimvra, where art thou, all drear/ and lone? 
The breath of thv fame, like the night-wind, hath 

flown ; 
O'er thy templeg, thy minarets, towers and halls 
The dark veil of oblivion silently falls. 

The sands of the desert sweep by thee in pride, 
They curl roijnd thy brow, like the foam of the tide, 
And sofjn, like the mountain stream's wild-roDiog 
wave. 

Will rush o'er, and wrap thee at once in thy grave.. 

■ 

Oh, where are the footsteps which once gaily flew 
O'er pavements, where now weep the foxglove ^ 

yew ? 
Oh where arc the voices which once gaily sung, 
While the lofty- brow 'd domes with melody rungt 



I 
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- £r3 siient; — and naught breaks the chaos 
'oi death: 
(c< a bdn? now treads o'er the ivv's dull wreath, 
i&Ts i!» nging hyena, whose terrible cry 
^rb^es loua thro' the halls and the palaces high. 



I^^ art fallen. Palmyra ! and never to rise. 

r&3s -qoeen of the east, thou bright child of the 

skies r 
Tywi art lonely ; the desert around thee is wide, 
Tbeo haste to its arms, nor remember thy pride. 

Tboa'rt forgotten. Palmyra ! return thee to earth ; 
And great be thy fall, as was stately thy birth ; 
With grandeur then bow 'neath the pinion of time, 
And sink, not in splendour, but sadly sublime. 



THE WIDE WORLD IS DREAR. 

(Written in her fiztoenth year.) 

Oh say not the wide world is lonely and dreary ! 

XHk say not that life is a wilderness waste ! 
There 's ever some comfort in store for the weary. 

And there's ever some hope for the sorrowful breast. 

There are often sweet dreams which will steal o'er 
the soul, 
Beguiling the mourner to smile through a tear, 
That when waking the dew-drops of inom'ry may 
fall, 
And blot out for ever, the wide world is drear. 
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There is hope for the lost, for the lone one's relieC 
Which will beam o'er his pathway of danger ud 
fear; 
There is pleasure's wild throb, and the calm ''joy of -1. 
grief," 
Oh then say not the wide world is lonely and dreirl 

There are fears that are anxious, yet sweet to tb | 
breast, 

Some feelings, which language ne'er told to^theeir, , 
Which return on the heart, and there linfferinff reflt, ' 

Soft whispering, this world is not lonety and dreir. 

4 

'T is true, that the dreams of the evening will bie, 
When reason's broad sunbeam shines calmly od 
clear ; 

Still fancy, sweet fancy, will smile o'er the shade, 
And say that the world is not lonely and drear. 

Oh then mourn not that life is a wilderness waste! 

That each hope is illusive, each prospect is dietfr 
But remember that man, undeserving, is blest. 

And rewarded with smiles for the fall of a tear. 



FAREWELL TO MISS E- B. 

(Written in lier lixteentta yaar.) 

Farewell, and whenever calm solitude's hour, 
Shall silently spread its broad wings o'er your boHV, 
Oh ! then gaze on yon planet, yon watch-fire diyinef 
And believe that my soul is there minglifig wiA 
thine. 
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IThen the dark brow of evening is beaming with 

stars, . 
Liid yon crest of light clouds is the turban she wears, 
(Then she walks forth in grandeur, the queen of the 

night, 
Ih I then think that tny spirit looks on with delight. 

hr tiiQ ocean of life our frail vessels are bounding, 
ind dan^r and death our dark pathway surrounding; 
destruction's bright meteors are dancing before, 
Jid behind us the winds of adversity roar. 

h ! then come, let us light friendship's lamp on the 

wave, 
* we're lost, it will shed its pure light o'er the grave, 
k 't will guide to the haven of Heaven at last, 
jxl beam on when the voice of the trumpet hath 

past 



HE ARMY OP ISRAEL AT THE FOOT OP 

MOUNT SINAI. 

Iieir spears glittered bright in the beams of the sun ; 
lieir banners waved far, and their high helmets 

shone; 
nd their dark plumes were toss'd on the breast of 

the breeze, 
ut the war-trumpet slumbered the slumber of peace. 

[e came in his glory, he came in his might, 
[is chariot the cloud, and his sceptre the light ; 
he sound of his coming was heard from afar, 
ike the roar of a nation when rushing to war. 
16 « 
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A hallow'd light shall burn at night. 
When sorrow's wave rolls drrarilj. 

And o'er thy way a cloud by day 
Shall cast its shadow cheerily. 

Thy bark of pleasure o'er life's smooth sea 

Shall gallantly glide along; 
Pray'rs and blessings thy breezes shall be, 

And hope be thy parting song. 

Go then ; I have eiven the spirits charge • 
To watch o'er Uiee now and for ever; 

To smooth life's waters, and guide thy barge 
Where tempest shall toss it never. 



TO MAMMA. 

Thy love inspires the Storj Teller's fioogiw. 
To tales of hearts with dinppointinent wmngv 
niy lore inepireB ; — trash flows the oopioos al 
And whit's not true^ let frnitfol fiucvdnsiiL 

TmmBnKtTmiML 

THE PARTING OP DECOURCY AND 

WILHELMINE. 

CWritten ia ter fcnrtwtfc jMrj 

1. Lo! enthron'd on golden clouds. 
Sinks the monarch of the day; 
Now yon hill his glory shrouda, 
And hb l>rilliance fades away. 
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2. But as it fled, one liDgVin^ beam 

Play'd o'er yon spire, which points on high ; 
It cast one bright, one transient gleam. 
Then hast'ned from the deepening sky 

3. Lo ! the red tipp'd clouds remain 
' But to tell ot glories past; 
Mark them gathering o'er the plain, 
Mark them fade away at last 

^ The lake is calm, the breeze is still. 
Nor dares to whisper o'er a leaf; 
And nothing save the murm'ring rill, 
Can give the vacant ear relief. 

^. Around yon hawthorn in the vale. 

White garments float like evening mist 
'Tis Wilhelmine, and cold and pale 
A simple marble stone she kiss'd. 

^ She knelt her by a lowly tomb. 

And wreath'd its urn anew with flowers ; 
She taught the white rose there to bloom. 
And water'd it with sorrow's showers. 

7. Like raven's wing, her glossy hair 
In ringlets floated on the gale. 
Or hung upon a brow as fair 
As snow-curl crested in the vale. 

6. And her dark eye which rolls so wild. 

Once brightly sparkled with hope's light. 
For Wilhelmine was pleasure's child. 

When fortune's smites shone sweetly bright 
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0. Decourcv lov'd — the morn was cleart 
And fancy promis'd blias; 
For now the nappy hour was near. 
Which made the maiden his. 

10. And Wilhelmine sat smiling sweet 
Beneath the spreading tree, 
Her nimble foot was quick to meet. 
Her glancing eye to see. 



% 



11. Decourcy came upon his steed, 

His brow and cheek were pale; 
Speak — speak, Decourcy, cried the maid, 
'Tis sure a dreadful tide. 

' 13. My love, my Wilhelmine, cried he, 
ae calm and fear thee not; 
In battle I will think on thee, ' 
And oh, forget me not 

13. Adieu! he clasp'd her to his breast, 

And kiss'd the trickling tear 
Which 'neath her half-clos'd eyelids pres 
And ling'ring glistened there. 

14. He gazed upon that death-like face. 

So beautiful before; 
He gazed upon that shrine of grace. 
And dared to gaze no more. 

15. He trembled, press'd his burning brow, 

And closed nis aching eyes; 
His limbs refuse their office now. 
The maid before him lies. 
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.ft. Ji=Siit hsA ! the trumpet's warlike sound 
fjchoes from hill to vale; 
^Krjf caueht the maiden from the ground, 
And Eiss'd her forehead pale. 

VI* JThv should Decourcy linger there, 
when the bugle bids him speed? 
One long last look of calm despair, 
And ne springs upon his steed; 

^ He^trikes the sting of his bloody spur 
In his foaming courser's side, 
And he gallops on where the wave of war 
Rolls on with its bursting tide. 

Id- Whose was the sword that flashed so bright, 
Like the flaming brand of heaven ? 
And whose the plume, that from morn till night 
Was a star to the hopeless given ? 

« 

So. »T was thine, Decourcy ! that terrible sword 
Hath finished its work of death. 
And the hand which raised it on high is lowered 
To the damp green earth beneath. 

•^1. The sun went down, and its parting ray 
Smiled sorrow across the earth. 
The liffht breeze moaned — then died away, 
Ana the stars rose up in mirth. 

^. And the timid moon looked down with a smile 
On the blood-stained battle ground, 
, And the groans of the wounded rose up the while 
With a sad heart-rending sound, 
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23. While the spectre-form of some grief-wwn maiii 

Steals slowly and silently by. 
Each corpse to note — -each face to scan. 
For his friend on that field doth lie. 

24. But whose is the figure dimly seen 

By the trembling moon-beam's light f 
■T is the form of the weeping Welhelmine, 
And she kneels by the slaughtered knight 

25. Weep not for the dead, for he died 'mid the dii^ 

And the rapturous shouts of strife, 
And the bright sword hath ushered his soul wittr^Sn 
The portals of future life. 

26. Weep not for the dead ! who would not die 

As that gallant soldier died? 
With a field of glory whereon to lie, 
And his foeman dead beside. 

■ 

27. A year passed by, and a simple tomb 

Rose up 'neath a willow tree, 
'T was decked with flowers in vernal bloom 
As fresh as flowers could be ; 

2S. And oft as the twilight's duskv ^leam 
O'er tne scene was gently stealing, 
The form of the sorrowful maid was seen 
By the grave of her lover kneeling. 

29. But wild is the glance of her dove-like eye, 

And her cheek, oh how pale and fair! , 

And the mingled smile, and the deep drawn si|h, i 
Show that reason's no longer there. 
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30. Another year passed, and another grave 
'Neath the willow tree is seen ; 
By the side of her lover, Decourcy the brave, 
Lay the corpse of Wilhelmine. 



LOVE, JOY, AND PLEASURE. 

AIC ALLEGORY. 
(Written in her fifteenth year.) 

^he night was calm, the sky serene, 

The sea a mirror display'd, 
J^n its bosom the twinkling stars were seen, ^ 

T'he moon-crested waves were dancing between, 

And smiling through evening's shade. 

^n that placid sea Pleasure's bark was riding, 
Love and Joy were its guides through the deep, 

A.Dd their hearts beat high, while on fortune con- 
fiding, 

X^hey smil'd at the forms that were gloomily striding, 
O'er the brow of the wave-wash'd steep. 

Those forms were Malice, and Scorn, and Hate, 

And they flitted around so dark. 
That they seem'd like the gloomy sisters of Pate, 
Intent on some dreary, some deadly debate. 

To ruin the beautiful bark. 



in 
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But the eye of Joy was raised on high, 

She gaz'd at ttie moon's pale lamp. 
The tear of Pleasure ^ne bright in her eye, 
And she saw not the clouds which were passing by 

Death's messengers dark and damp. 

And Pleasure was gazing with childish glee 

At the beacon's trembliiig gleam, 
Or watching the shade of her win^s in the sea. 
With their colours as varied and fickle as she, 

As fleeting as Folly's dream. 

And Love was tipping his feathery darts, 

And feeding his flaming torch. 
He was tinsing his wings with the blood of hearts, 
He was chaunting low numbers, and smiling I 
starts 

At the flowers 'round Hymen's porch. 

Meanwhile the clouds were gath'ring drear. 

They hung 'round the weeping moon. 
And still the mariners dream'd not of fear, 
Still in Joy's bright eye beam'd the brilliant tear. 
Which sorrow would claim too soon. 

The voice of the tempest-god rolled around. 

The bark towards heaven was toss'd ; 
Then, then the fond dreamers awoke at the sound, 
And Pleasure, the helmsman, in agony found 
That the light-house fire was lost. 

Loud and more loud the billows roar. 

The ocean no more is gay, 
Love dreams of his pinions and arrows no more, 
Joy mourns the hour that she left the shore. 

And Pleasure's bright wings fade' away. 
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Then Malice sent forth a shadowy bark. 

Which, bounding o'er the wave. 
Came like a meteor's brilliant spark» 
A star of light 'mid the tempest dark, 

A beacon of hope from the grave. 

Joy onward rush'd to the airy skiff 

Which near them gaily drew. 
But ah ! she sank to the arms of Grief, 
For the bark, which promised them, sure relief 

Away like lightning flew. 

Then the smile of Scorn and Malice gleam'd 

Across the billow's foam, 
And long and loud fell Hatred scream'd 
With fiend-like joy, as the lightning stream'd 

Around their forms of gloom. 

Oq, on, they drifted before the gale ; 

Again the signal rose; 
Joy and Pleasure the beacon hail, 
l^ove's ashy cheek becomes less pale 

As clearer and brighter it glows. 

"Twas Hope who fired the beacon high. 
And she came with her anchor of rest, 
And Faith, who raised towards heaven her eye, 
Spoke peace to the storm of the troubled sky. 
And calm to the weary breast 

And Charity came with her robe of light. 

And she led the wanderers home. 
She warmed them and wept o'er the woes of the 

night, 
And she welcomed them in with a smile so bright, 

That Pleasure forgot to roam. 
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And she led them to Relision's shrine. 
Where Hope was humbly kneelu^. 
And there the tears of Joy Hid shine 
With a light more dazzlinff, more divine. 
They were mingled wim tears of feeling. 

There Love's wild wings shone calmly bright, 

As over the altar he waved them ; 
There Pleasure folded her pinions light. 
And fondly gazed with a sacred delight 
On the scroll which Charity gave them. 



MY LAST FAREWELL TO MY HARP 

And must we part ? yes, part for ever ; 

I'll waken thee again — no, never; 

Silence shall chain thee cold and drear. 

And thou shalt calmlv slumber here. 

Unhallowed was the eye that gazed 

Upon the lamp which brightly blazed, 

The lamp which never can expire. 

The undying, wild, poetic fire. 

And Oh ! unhallowed was the tongue 

Which boldly and uncouthly sung ; 

I bless'd the hour when o'er my soul. 

Thy magic numbers gently stole. 

And o'er it threw those heavenly strains. 

Which since have bound my heart in chains ; 

Those wild, those witching numbers still 

Will o'er mv widow'd bosom steal. 



>>v 



*t 



POETICAL REIfAINS. 839 

ft 

I blest that hour, but Oh ! my heart, 
ThoQ and tBy Lyre must part ; yes, par(; 
And this shall be my last farewell, 
This my sad bosom^s latest kndL . 
And here, my harp, we part for ever ; 
I Ml waken thee again, Cm ! never ; 
Silence shall chain thee cold and drear. 
And thou shalt calmly dumber here. 
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COLUMBUS. 

■ Written in her sixteenth year.) 

lt must have been the feelings of Christopher 
)us, when, for the first time, he knelt and 
: his hands, in gratitude, upon the shores of his 
(iiscdvered world? Year after year has rolled 
war, famine, and fire have alternately swept 
;c of that country ; the hand of tyranny hath 
>cd it; the footstep of the slave hath wearily 

I it ; the blood of the slaughtered hath dyed it ; 
rs of the wretched have bedewed it ; still, even 
remote period, every feeling bosom will delight 

II upon this brilliant era in the life of the per- 
ig adventurer. At that moment, his name was 
d upon the records of history for ever; at that 
It, doubt, fear, and anxietv fled, for his foot had 
1 upon the threshold of the promised land. 

bosom of Columbus hath long since ceased to 
its hopes, its fears, its projects, sleep, with him, 
ig and dreamless slumber of the grave; but 
there remains one generous pulsation in the 

breast, his name and his memory will be held 

• 

en the cold dews of uncertainty stood upon his 
when he beheld nothing but the wide heavens 
the boundless waters beneath and around him; 

f and his companions in that little bark, the only 
upon the endless work! of sky and ' ocean 
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when he looked back and thought upon his native 
land; when he looked forward, and in vain traversed 
the liquid desert, for some spot upon which to fix the 
aching jeye of anxiety; oh! say, amidst all these dag- 
gers, these uncertainties, whence came that high, un- 
bending hope, which still soared onward to the world 
before him ? whence that undyinff patience, that more 
than mortal courage, which forbaae his cheek toblandi 
amid the storm, or his heart to recoil in the dark aod 
silent hour of midnight? It was from God — ^.it was 
of God — His Spirit overshadowed the adventurer I By 
Hay, an unseen cloud directed him — by night, a bru- 
liant, but invisible column moved before him, gleam- 
ing athwart the boundless waste of waters. The 
winds watched over him, and the waves upheld him, - 
for God was with him — the whirlwind passed over 
his little bark, and left it still riding onward, in safety, 
towards its unknown harbour — for the eye of EGm 
who pierces the deep was fixed upon it. T 

Columbus had hoped, feared, and had been disap- 
pointed ; he had sufllered long and patiently — he had 
strained every faculty, every nerve ; he had pledged 
his very happiness upon the discovery of an unknown 
land ; and what must have been the feelings of Us 
soul, when, at length bending over that very Iand,hii 
grateful bosom ofiTered its tribute of praise and thanks- 
giving to the Being who had guarded and suided him 
through death and danger ? He beheld the bitter smile 
of scorn and derision fade before the reality of that 
vision, which had been ridiculed and mocked at; he 
thought upon the thousand obstacles which he had 
surmounted ; he thought upon those who had regarded 
him as a self-devoted enthusiast, a visionary madmani 
and his full heart throbbed in gratitude to Him whose 
Spirit had inspired him, whose voice had sent him 
forth, and whose arm had protected him. 
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. ALPHONSO IN SEARCH OF LEARNING. 

AFT ALLEGORY. 

(Written in her eleventh year.) 

Early one morning Alphonso set out in search of 
Learning. He travelled over barren heaths and over 
rocks, and was often obliged to ford rivers, which 
seemed almost impassable; at last, completely ex- 
hausted, and at a loss what road to take, he sat down 
desponding by the side of a rapid river. Soon a pas- 
senger approached with whom Alphonso entered into 
conversation, and at length asked him where he was 
going. I am, replied the stranger, seeking Fame, and 
already by her trump has my name been sounded in 
her courts. She has promised to immortalize my 
name; follow me, and you shall richly reap the reward 
of your labour, /also, answered Alphonso, have a 
road to pursue, which leads to Fame, but it is through 
Learning that I must reach her courts, and then shall 
I enjoy the fruits of my toil, in proportion to the 
hardships with which I have acquired it. Can you 
tell me where she can be. found 1 

You see, replied the stranger, yonder hills which 
rise one upon the other, as far as the eye extends ; far, 
far beyond them, whose every precipice you have to 
climb, Learning resides. Her temple is pleasant, but 
few there are who gain it ; many, indeed, have gone 
beyond these foremost hills, but stumbling, they have 
been dashed to pieces on the rocks, but stiirthey have 
had the reputation of having reached her temple, and 
their names are recorded in the roll of Fame. Thus 
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si\.r.i:. :.-: r'rirrtr :r>:feiec :r. r.is jojmey, ami 

'.ir: A :: .:*•. :. :. -i" "i^l*>=ir/er ".c- : jrs^r :lie danger. 

...- r :^: : :* "^ :..::. ■r.r ?:rir.reT had warned him, or 

A: - 5: W:5.i:r. c^r v ::• r.l? sssis'.acce. and here- 
- . . ; : :. j..-. ,: :..? s^.i:::. :L:'-.er Learning. He 

• -. • -f '. •:-: 'v -r-::rr:-r L«rr$^.n. who inquired 
v.: .:: .: -. .- j :z I i*:" .- i jr?i;!: of Leaniog, 
:e:.o: A: r.>:. Wrs: ' i? ycu intend climimff 
v::.:-:r r. !•;:•=•: ie: : ::re«.:':-.e ht" ' I A"*, aossiered • 

rv : :•"■ Tii5:--*rj, ssid the stranger: I f 
r ::r v?...:-v. I toiiri not for hCT, and 
\v::r.v..: :: . I f r y r?.5e : on the other hand. Learmof 
osnr..': r-e .is.rf-i wr.r.oi;! lab-^ur: go wiih me,ti» , 
y?u sr.2*.. r: y !!:*e- Alrh«-^C50. partly fatigued with i 
r.i< l?r.j '.Mi?;. ;ini :>ar:!y discouraged by ibe raggol ^ 
ai«ar:ir:?v ::" :r.« hiii. cor-sented. Alter walkings 
sorr.e::rr.-e :z i bea.-tiful valley. A iphonso began to dis- 
cover :r.'=.: r.:? r.ew corrpanion was flat and iosqid* 
'.nat he hai exr.usted ail hi? iitile fund of knowkdp 
!c :he c«ej:r.'- lj •::* their ioumey. and that he now 
soarcelv fai/i arv:r.:r.2. Tniis coniincins dissatisfied, 
ryj: I* .rrh :re r^--. fau: v.::h :he companion he had, 
they ^r.:e:e«i s reautifc: meadow, in which there wis 
an arc-:- jr. C2.!ei the arbour of Indolence, and thae 
they lay d-.vr. ::■ rest: but before Aiphonso slept,! 
warning vole*: so'Tnied in his ear. *' awake, for de- 
struction is &t hand." He heeded it not, and with 
his senses s.er" hi? conscience. 

When They arose to pursue their journey, a tempeit 
2a*r:'?r«r'^ : 'SI'^'k ciouds were in the heavens, all wM 
black. Ni^rt's sable mantle was thrown over the 
horizon, ard ' r.ly now and then a flash of lightniagi 
attended w:th a dreadful thunderbolt, showed then 
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both the dead waters of oblivion ; near them was the 
path which slides the unhappy deluded mortal down 
to its deep and noisome bed. 

Alphonso's conductor, who had before appeared cer- 
tain of being on safe ground, trembled and turned pale 
when he founcj, himself in the fatal path. Alplionso 
was on the brink ! He receded ; his flesh grew cold, 
his eyeballs glared, and his hair stood on end. Pre- 
sently he heard a low plashing of the dead waters of 
oblivion ; they closed with a sullen roar over the un- 
happy sufierer, and all was silent. This is the end of ' 
the careless votary of Indolence, thought Alphonso, 
as he turned from the dead waters of the lake. Let 
this be a lesson to me ! 

He stood in deep perplexity some time, not daring 
to turn back, and he knew it would be certain death 
to proceed ; but suddenly the clouds dispersed, the air 
was calm, and all was silent; he blessed the returning 
light, and with new vigour, passed on his way in search 
of Learning. He was overjoyed, when he found him- 
self out of the fatal vale of Indolence. 

Again he viewed those hills which so discouraged 
him when they met his eye before, but now they ap- 
peared to him with a far dillerent aspect, as he traced 
over them the path to Learning's happy temple. 

He began his journey anew, and as he proceeded, 
the ascent was easier. When he reached the top of 
the hill, a few faint rays of the bright sun of Learning 
warmed his heart, and though faint, it was sufficient 
to kindle the slumbering fire of hope in his bosom. 
After he had reached the valley below, he saw a 
person crossing on the opposite side, with a light step, 
and an open ingenuous countenance. 

Alphonso stopped him, and inquired, why he did 
not ascend the hill before hitn? Because, said the 
stranger, <* I seek Truth, and she dwells in the simple 
20 
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vale of Innocence ; at her court there is no pomp, but 
there is peace ; she discloses her name to all ; some 
revile her, others say she is of no use to the VfoiH 
that they arc always as victorious without her assist- 
ance as with it. Her followers scarce ever sufler 
from the imputations of the vile, who^ they hold fast 
upon her gnrmonts. I can possess Truth and Iodo- 
cence without learning." Here the travellers parted 
— Alphonso to ascend the hill, the stranger to the 
vale of Innocence. 

Without a companion in his solitary journey; with 
no one to assist him on his way ; no one to raise him 
if he stumbled, Alphonso pursued his toilsome coarse. 
At length, casting his eyes ta the top of the hill, he 
perceived standing on its summit a figure stretching 
out one hand to assist him, the other rested on an an- 
chor, and a bright beam played around her brow. 
Alphonso hastened to ascend the hill, and when he 
approached, he clasped the outstretched hand of Hope, 
for that was the name of the fair form, and imprinted 
it with kisses. Hope smiled affectionately upon him, 
and with these encouraging words addressed him: 
'* Alphonso ! I come to conduct you to the temple of 
Learning; you have overcome alone the greatest 
obstacles, you shall now have a conductor." 

As they came to frightful precipices, where un- 
fortunate mortals had been dashed headlong, for daring 
to approach too near its edge, Hope would catch hu 
hand and conduct him to safer ground. At last, 
through many difficulties, hazards, and reproaches, 
Alphonso came in sight of the temple of Learning* 
The sun was just sinking, and it illumed the edses of 
the fleecy floating clouds with a golden hue. Us last 
beam played upon the glittering spire of the temple; 
Alphonso could scarce believe his eyes. They reached 
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the threshold. After so many toils, so many dangers, 
he had now acquired the object of his hopes. 

They stood a moment, when the door was opened 
by a grave-looking old man, who heartily welcomed 
them to the temple. As they entered, all was light : 
it burst upon his sight like some enchanted scene, 
where none but setherial beings dwell. Irresistibly 
he cast -his eyes up to the nave of the spacious hall, 
and beheld Learning seated upon a throne of gold. 
A bright sun emitted its cheering rays above his head. 
Id one hand she held a glob^, in the other a pen. 
Bools were piled up in great order here, and in an« 
other place they were strewn in wild profusion. Ten 
of her favourite disciples were ranged on either hand, 
the swift-winged Genius with his beloved companion 
Fancy were seated at her right hand, and often did 
Genius cast an approving smile at the mistress of his 
heart and actions; she who had tamed the wild spirit 
of his temper, and taught it to follq;w,in gentler, softer, 
and sweeter murmurs. 

Hope now conducted Alphonso to the throne of 
Learning. She smiled as he humbly kneeled at her 
footstool, and taking a laurel from the hand of the de- 
lighted and willing Genius, she crowned the -brow of 
the elated Alphonso. Fancy for a moment deserted 
the side of Genius and hovered over his laurel-crowned 
brow ; then clapping her wings in delight, she again 
resumed her former station. Learning stretched forth 
her hand to him ; arise, said she, you are destined by 
fate to fill this long vacant seat. Alphonso kissed the 
outstretched hand, and gratefully took his seat at the 
side of Learning, 
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SENSIBILITY. 

I V this delicate emotion of the human mind-tl 
a mixture of danger and delight ; it mar be idc 
moderatelv, with pleasure to its possessor, but c 
trolled, it brings in its train a^succession of ideal 
riei^ and sensations of acute pain or exquisite A 

It often causes the heart to shrink mtfa sei 
horror from difficulties in the path of life slight 
tioed, or scarcely perceptible to the mind well goi 
by reason, or fortified by principle. Lively 
bility may be considered as the key-stone of the 
it often unguardedly unlocks the treasures confi 
its care, and pouring forth the full tide of feelin 
wannest impulses o? the soul are wasted upon 
or squandered on objects insignificant to the c 
reason, and frequently exposes the feeling he 
contempt and ridicule. 

Deep and delicate sensibility, that feeling of th 
which shrinks from observation and pours itsell 
in secret calm retirement, must certainly bv its d 
and sacred character cause feelings of reveren 
its possessor. Jesus wept over the grave of 1 
parted friend, his sensibility was aroused, and h( 
tears of sorrow over the dark wreck of a once 
fabric in the mouldering remnants of mortality 
him. His prophetic soul gazed upon wide see 
future desolation. He felt for the miseries of mai 
he pitied their folly and wept over the final dc 
tion of the human frame, undermined bv sii 
borne down by death. 
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THE HOLY WRITINGS. 

Thuough the whole of this sacred volume mav be 
traced the finger of a God ! It is overshadowea by 
his arm, and his spirit walks forth in the sublimity of 
his commandments. What are the mad revilings of. 
the scofier ? They are like burning coals which fall 
bick upon the head of him who hurled them, leaving 
the object of his rage uninjured. What are the most 
plulosophic works of mankind when placed in com- 
paiison with it i They sink into nothing. What are 
ihe brilliant shafts of human wit when directed against 
it T They are as the gilded wing of the butterfly, flut- 
tering feebly acrainst the nervous, the resistless pinion 
of an eagle. What are all the immense magazines 
^f learning beside it, but a boundless heap of chafl*! 
Yes ; the vast edifices of human knowledge reared 
^v the restless hand of ingenuity, and bedecked witb 
^ the gaudy trappings of eloquence, crumble into 
dost and fall prostrate in its presence, as did the hea- 
then idol before the ark of the living God ! 

Do we ask eloquence? Where can it be fomid 
■Here pure than from the mouth of him whose ^Pbe 
of mercy is a murmur, and whose anger speaks in 
Wrathful thunders? Do we ask sublimity? The 
^agle in its flight toward heaven is less sublime than 
^he hallowed words of its Maker. Do we ask sim- 
plicity ? What is more touchingly so, than the lan- 
guage of the sacred volume ? Do we ask sweetness 
Or tenderness ? The breath of summer is less sweet 
^han the Almighty's ofiered mercies. The fabled 
bird which sheds her Mood for the nourishment of 
20* 
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lier iDDOcent offspring, is cruel in comparison with 
bim, who bled, who died, for those who cursed ana 
tortured him. Do we ask grandeur, wildness or 
strength 1 Look there ! there upon the law of him 
whose very self is grandeur, whose glance is light- 
ning, and whose arm is strength. 

The hand of the impious and the envious may 
hurl the dust of derision upon this sacred volume: 
still, it will shine on, brighter and brighter, while time 
shall be ! 




CHARITY. 248 



CHARITY. 

The sacred volume exhorts us to Charity. How 
arefully then should we cherish this kindly feeling, 
lis spark frdm the fountain of life, that it may beam 
>rtb undimmed, and with its pure and friendly liffht, 
ast a ray over our many imperfections, in that day 
k^hen all will stand in need of mercy and forbear- 
nee! 

It is not the bare distribution of alms to. the needy 
nd suffering beggar, it is not the pompous oflferings 
f opulence to the shrinking child of poverty, which 
institutes true charity ; — no ; it is to be understood 
I a far wider sense ; it is forbearing to join with the 
lultitude, when tramplin|r upon a fallen fellow-crea- 
ire. It is the voice of dmrity which pleads for the 
retched and the penitent, which raises the prostrate, 
id whispers forgiveness for the past, and hope for 
te future. It is ner hand which pours the balm of 
Dnsolation into the lacerated bosom of the returning 
'anderer ; who dares not look back upon the past, 
ad whose heart shrinks as it meets the cold and 
verted glances of those, who in the hour of its pride 
ad bowed before it. 

We are all liable to err. Let us make the situation 
f the suffering penitent our own. Where are the 
iends we had fondly fancied ours ? fled, as from the 
reath of pestilence, and we are desolate ; lefl with 
)e arrow of adversity ranklins in our bosoms, like 
)e stricken deer by the selfish nerd, to perish in soli- 
]de and wretchedness. 

There is no heart so hardened and depraved, that 
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pesce izji :::z">ecess- v:.»-jc: ike wax beaaih the 
'ik:i^i '^i.'ih rjimrs i:. Tbec '^ :be 3>XDen: 10 im- 
press ui«:- ;: '-he sacr&i tracer ts •>: -.irnae. and JO 
: jfCc !:>* br.r-i re-rsrCi ::' ;«=c-:ecce befxe ii *"Lrt 
^ ^jec <i^ 15 we wc jjd tna: •x:>£r3 ^xxM do qdio 
u« :** Li^e zr.^rzj jr-iz :h* filjec ^x stnrtcii fcnii 
•Jse hiiid ■::' ciirirv to ±e siSrtiz aad the peoiteir. 



REiURKS ON THE L\LMOR.UJTY OF 

THE STAGE. 

Why :< ;: ia: !">» ear of :r<%ies:y !D!h: be shocked 

* • • • 

':.:zz^ '.J 'Jje stire, ±2: Ter.izle :: ?;-x! or cTiL-jst 

s^lriii: er.r:ie -^h^se T^ezi-ents ar.ay «faed a haio 

:races •_:" i*^ ces.:!i:iiig rr?rr>£ss ' 

Can '1.^ eve •:■: Ir-Lz^ez^ze zaze eren upoc ihe mifflic 
characiers of vice, or ±e ear c-f ceiicacy become 
faa:Il:-rlzed :o :r-e niie a::d bc'isterc^us. or the more 
daagerr-usly <jb::e icsiauatioos of depravity, withool 
quitiing ihe fas::ca:;2j sceze !e$5 fastidious in iis feel- 
ings, less sensi-'e :■? :he Sxd iatrjsioas of barefaced 
wickedness ' X:- : — though :he change be slow and 
alrr.cst i:i:p-ercep::b!e. st:!I ;: wlli no: be tae less certuDf 
the fatal i>?:>:a w:".: cree::- to the verv vitals of virtue, 
and stanip deep stains uj:oa the spodess tablet of inuo- 
ceLce. 

Mjs*. iher. all that is bright and pure be sho; ort 
frorr. the 5^ scenes -f rssclnatior.. and delisrfat ! MnS 
±at verv r jritv v%-h::h should b-e cherishecTand guard- 
ed as a sacred deposit, be convened into a chaio 
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riierewith to shackle the amuaemetitB of its possessor T 
^ouU not the frequent indulgence of tliis amusemeot, 
e holdipg forth a strong temptation to those who are 
ut partially fortified in the principles of rectitude to 
verleap the crumbling ill-formed barrier, and plunge 
t once into the boundless ocean of vice and immo- 
Jity? 

Oh why will not authors, those helmsmen in the 
lighty vessel of improvement, dash the countless 
tains from the charts which they are holding to our 
yes, and transform their blackened pages to pore, 
potless records of truth and virtue 1 Then we should 
lO longer mark the blush of o&nded modesty 
aaotling the cheek of sensibility, or the frown of dia- 
ipprobation clouding the pure brow of refinement 
lod morality. The stage would then become the 
[aardian and the friend, instead of the fell destroyer 
if all that is pure and virtuous in the human hieaat 



CONTEMPLATION OF THE HEAVENS. 

To count the glittering millions of the sky, to mar- 
hal them in bright array before us, to mark the bril- 
ant traces of a Creator's presence, the foot-prints of 
he Deity, is a hallowed and sublime employment of 
be soul ; for being insensibly led onward from gazinff 
ipon the portals of heaven, the wonderful threshold of 
rod's wide pavilion, it dares to lift itself in pure and 
inearthly communion, with the Holy Spirit that in- 
labits there, and to bow in adoration and praise be- 
ore the sreat I AM. 

To a leelins mind, the heavens unroll a vast vol* 
tme, filled wiui subjects of wonder» love, and pnuaa^ 
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Wonder, at the inconceivable majesty and goodness 
of the great Creator of so vast, so splendid a system ; 
love, for his condescension in deigning to bend bis aU 
tention to so insignificant a creature as man, even in 
the meridian of his earthly glory; and praise, forhi^ 
unchangeable benevolence, infinite wisdom, and per- 
fection. What hand but that of a God conld Irave 
formed the wide solar system above us? what voice but 
that of Him who created them, could bid the stany 
millions move on for thousands of ages in one unbro- 
ken and unceasing march t The lights of heavea are 
bright and beautiful, still they are but feeble beams 
from the everlasting fountain of splendour, or wander- 
ing sparks of Heaven's dazzling glory. Well indeed 
might Zoroaster, in the enthusiasm of his heart, wor- 
ship the fires of Heaven as parts of that ineffable and | 
never-dying spirit which animates and lives in aD, 
through all eternity. j 

In the dark ages of superstition and bigotry, was it ; 
strange that he should turn in disgust from the sacri- 
fices of blood, from horrid images the disgraceful pro- 
ductions of weak bewildered minds, to a fount of pore, 
unchanmng, living light, to the brilliant fires above 
him, holding their unbroken paths through HeaTODi 
pointing to God's throne, and whispering to the heart 
of something still more bright, more oeautiful and 
holy? 
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THE ORIGIN OF CHIVALRY. 

'When society first began to form itself, rank and 
authority became necessary to subdue tlie wild and 
impetuous passions which raged unbridled^ in the 
savage bosom of man; oppression and vassalage 
first appeared in the form of feudal government, each 
family looked up to its head, as each kingdom does ^ 
DOW, to his sovereign, — his will was absolute, and 
his power unbounded in his castle and dominions. 

In this way the rights of man were partially se- 
cured, the vassal was bound to serve and succour his 
lord in the hour of danger, as it was that lord's auty 
to support and protect his serf; — but in those ruae 
and barbarous ages, where was weak and helpless 
Woman to find a shelter from the wild and lawless 
nnultitude 1 and what tribunal was there to which she 
Could appeal if injured ? when man was contending 
Mrith man for superiority, or right, where could she 
fly for redress ? could the feeble voice of woman be 
heard amid the uproar 1 no ! — but it arose, though in 
murmurs, to the ear ot ner Maker, and that very evil 
which menaced her destruction, proved her blessing. 

In the dark ages of the world, woman held not 
that rank in society which a more enlightened age 
has allotted her ; she was deemed merely the slave 
of man's tyrannical will, the tool of his pleasure — 
too weak to defend herself, and too insignificant to 
claim the protection of the lords of the creation. — 
As the sun of Religion arose upon the world, the dark 
clouds of contention arose with its light, — arms were 
the arguments which were unanimously chosen to 
decide every controversy ; the sword Vas the test of 
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merit, — and the hand which wiekkd it with the grett- 
est dexterity was chosen to direct the commonity. 

The youthful soldier, ardent and enthusiastic, was 
ever in search of some object on which to display 
his valour : the fair sex at length caogfat and fixed 
his attention^ — tournaments and feats oif arms were 
instituted to display his devotion to the cause of 
beauty and virtue in distress, and love and religioo 
were blended — love became wildly romantic, retigiofi 
was enthusiastically venerated — the name of woman 
was held as sacred as that of religion, and both, u 
dear to the heart of every knight-errant as that d 
the idol. Honour! they were blended with each otiief 
— the passions held the reins, and religioD, though 
contemplated with enthusiasm, was too often maoa 
to bow before the shrine of love and romance. 
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I ffaoofhoat the UnioD. 

jnWriian liaTa ibr sale for Sixty Dollan, ia cloth, a few eopiaa of tfaaaditka ia la^ 

PwiMdw^aiidAlltr'MrtMfftavabaeQMMtatheiMiMiA. 
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P ENCYCI 



NOW PUBLISHING, 



ENCYCLOPAEDIA AMERICANj 

A HEW EDITION. 



A POPULAR DICTIONi 

ARTS. SCIENCES. LITERATURE. HISTOl 
POLITICS AND BIOGRAPHY, 

INCLUDINO 

A COPIOUS COLLECTION OF ORIGINAL ARTICLES 
AMERICAN BIOGRAPHY. 

ON THB BASIS OF TUB SBTENTII EDITION OF TBE G£B1 

COirVERSATIOJfS-LEXICOir. 

EDITED BT 

FRANCIS LIEBER. 
R WIGGLESWORTH AND T. G. BRADFORD. 




PHILADELPHIA: 
A AND BLANCHARD. 

1843. 



IN THIRTEEN VOUIMES. 



PUBLISHED BY LEA Sl BLANCHARD; 



Washington Irving^ 8 Works. 

A N£W AND BEAUTIFUL EDmONW 

WORKS OF WAilNGTONIRMG, 



BM BP » cixa 



The Sketck Book, Kniekerbooker't New York» BraoeteMfe 

Bally Tales of a Traveller, The Coaqaesl of 

Granada, The Alhambra; 

In Qm 3&iv«l #cMo Tdynus, toft) « 9«;taft iC ^ Bmflm. 



•TliMWoiks 



ktlitatditiMBaytolNd 



Hlf.iBtM 



THE EOCKY MOUNTAINS; 

OR SCENES. INCIDENTS, AND ADVENTURES IN THE FAR WEST, 

With Two laige Mapa. In Two VoloiiMa. 



ASTORIA; 



Or Aaeedotes 



of aa Enterprise heyoad the Boeinr Moutains, 

In Two Voluiiies. 



A mSTORT OF THE liFE AND VOTAGKS OF 

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS; 

Reviled and conected hy the Author. In Two VdumM, ootevow 



THE CRAYON MISCELLANY? 

Containing a Tour on the Prairies, Abho1;9furd and Newstead Abbey, Le- 
gends of the Omqaest of Spain. In Three Volnmes, 13 mo. 



THE BEAUTIES OF WASHINGTON IRVING; 

A small volume for the pocket, neatly done np in extra doth. 



SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 



PIXBLISHBD B Y LEAflt BLANCHARD; 

Murray's EncydoptBdia of Geography, 

BBOVOST UP TO 1843. 

PUBLISHED BY SUBSCRIPTION. 



THE 

ENCYCLOPEDIA OF GEOGRAPHY: 

ooMPiiaiito 

A COMPLETE DESCRIPTION OF THE EARTH, 

TBTtlCiX, BTATISnCt^L, COUUESCIAL, AKD FOXmOAL; 



BY HUGH MURRAY F.R.8.E. 



IU.[I9TBATED BT THaBTYTWOBlLAra, 

ftng Hunt Slebm nnnlinU attn SnQraWtigs m VBulS 

pnHDtini the D»fi rvDvkihl* ob^wii i>f Natnve ftqd Alt b «*eiT ncioa of lb* Ghi 



REVISED, coRREcrea 
AKD BROUGHT DOWN TO THE PRESENT PERIOD 



BY T. G. BRADFORD, 
I Three handsome Rofal Oclaro Volnmes, varioiia biBdiBKia 

FanoDs can bs mppliEd by sending' their nsmeB to tbs Pabliaben^ 
or the general Agent, 

G. W. GORTON 



PHILADELPHIA. 



] 



■ ^^^^^f^i0^^^^^^f^^^^^^^^^t^0k^t0^^^0^^^^0*m0^^^^^i,^^0^r^m0^ ^^#^ ^^^0^r'*^<^*^>,^m^»,^^f»^^ 



Price Twenty^five Cents. 



THB 



KITCHEN AND FRUIT GAEDENER. 






A SELECT MANUAL 



OF 



KITCHEN GAEDENING, 



AK D 



CULTURE OF FRUITS, 



COKTAINIira 

FAMIUAR DIRECTIONS FORTHE^MOST APPROVED 
PRACTICE IN EACH DEPARTMENT, 

DEBCRIPTIOMS OF MANY VALIfABLI FRUITS, 

AKD 

A CALENDAR OP WORK TO BE PERFOBMEP 
EACH MOISPTH IN THE YEAR. 

THE WBOI«B ADAPTED TO 
THB CLIMATE OF THB UNITBD 8TATB0. 



PHILADELPHIA! 
LEA AND BLANCHARD, 

AKD SOLD BY ALL B00KBBLLER8 ABD HEWS ACKBT8. 

1844. 




Price Twenty-five Cents. 

THE 

COMPLETE FLORIST: 



MANUAL OF GABDENING, 

CONTAIlf III O 

PRACTICAL INSTRUCTION 

FOR THE MANACOBMBirr OF 

GREENHOUSE PLANTS, 

AND FOR '^B CULTIVATION OF 

THE SHRUBBERY, THE FLOWER GARDEN, 

AND THE LAWN. 

WITH DESCRIPTIONS OF TH08B 

PLANTS AND TREES MOST WORTHY OF CULTURK, 

IN EACH DEPARTMENT. 



WITH ADDITIONS AND AMENDMENTS, 

ADAPTED TO THE CLIMATE OF THE UNITED STATES. 



PHILADELPHIA! 
LEA AND BLANCHARD 

AND SOLD BT ALL B00KSBLLER8 AND NBV8 AGSBT0. 

1844. 



/ 



THE LADY'S CABINET SERIES. 



i & BULNCHAUD ara publishing, under the above title, a number 
of "WorkB, fitted foi the Boudoir, by Distinguished Female Au- 
thors. They dj« all done up to match, in neat lomon- 
ooloured glazed paper, large duodeoimo. 

V^ OF THE QlTEENa OP ENGLAND, FROM THE NORMAN CONttUEBT; Willi 

■sod Sahem, Irom EiiubeCh of Voik la doeen EliBbMh. In Uirea •olnme^ pciu Slilr-ln Ceau 

IB rOETlCAL REMAINS OP LUCRirriA M. DAVIDBON. soUooUiI bi bu Holhv, wilh 

pipbT br MIb Scdiwick. In odd volume, i^im Fiftr Ctnii, 

IB FOKTICAL RBUAINS OF THE LATE MARGARET UILLEB DAVIDBON. ntth 

■A bf WmUniloD Ii.int, In me volumo. pri» Filti Conn, 

BX POETICAL WORK9 OF MRS. KEMANS. with a Memoli bi bar Siita. Mn. Buibai, u 

■LL, PoflBu, with L MoDolf b]r Mn. Uvchei, ud EaA/by MiB,SJxounwrr itEiowpublltbed. Fiie 

IBMOIRS OF TB B LOVES OF THE POETS, CiojnphiMl SkWcbM of Wnmon CdlobnilHl 1 



KiCIOLA, THE 

hiDf U. HeBain 



BB COMrLETE PLOKIflT^ Edited br I dUtuiiuiibed Floitol of PhiliidettitalL E 

SB fXlMPLGTE COOK; BdltodbrBiDdgrKn.oribtFnnklinllaDM. PriesTwin 
BE COMPLtn'E C0NFECTI0H1;B ; Edited br Flltininii. Priu Twodtr-five C< 
^a. will ibonlr be i»bliibed. "TUB 



a. COOPER'B NOVELS AND TALES, eompltle. la«)itoliuiiM,ptli»TireiitT-llnC«iueulL 
BOZ' WORKB, obomedLUon. la lii velunin. Bio.. Kkig Two Dalian ud FiAf Ceoti. Air 
WHIMS AND ODDITIEa, brHoad; with ounerou enrailBit. lu anoahnni Uau., 
me BUNCHBACK OF NOTRE DAM& bf Victor Roto. Prim Twuti-llra CMa. 
MOLLETT AND nBLDINQ'8 W0RK9. Ubtap adilloa. Air oh aold ■antattlf . 




i^^^»»«^^^w^w^<»««»»w»<x««»i^M »0*0tv^m0t0t0m 






LIVES 

OW THB 

QUEENS OF ENGLAN 

FROM 

THE NOEMAN CONaUEST; 

WTTB 

ANECDOTES OF THEIR COURT 

now FIRST JPUBXJBHiD FJIOM 

OrnCIAL RECORDS AND OTHER AVTHEimC DOCUMBI 
PRIVATE AS WELL AS PUBLIC. 

NSW EDITION. WITH CORRECTIONS AND ADDITIQNa 

BY 

AGNES STRICKLAND. 

" The treBsures of antiqiiitf , laid up 
In old faistorio rolls, I opened." 

BfiAVxomr* 

SIX VOLUMES ARE NOW RBADT. 

VOL. L— Cootaiia Matilda of Flsadefa* Matilda, of Seotfand. Adelida of L 

Matilda of Boulof ne, and Eleanor of Aqnitaine. Price 50 Cents, in fiuH 
VOL. II. — Bereosarja of NaTarre. babella of Aogoulenie, Eleanor of ProTenea, 

ofCatlMf, Marfoerite of Franee. faabella of Franea, Flulippa of Bate 

Ann of Bohemia. Price 50 Cents. 
VOL. jn.— Isabella of Valoif, Joanna of Nav»rrt, ICatterian of Vtffris, Mn 

Aqjon, ETnabeth WoodvUle, and Apn of Warvick.. Price .50 Cents. 
VOL. f V. — £%abeth of York, KoUiarine of Arrag on. Ann Bckleyn, Jane BeyiM 

4if. Claw,, and Knthariae Howard. PrieettCenta. 
VOL. V. — Katharine Parr, and Queen Mary. Price 65 Cents. 
VOL VL — Ooeen Elizabeth. Price OS Cents. 

Any Volume aolcL e^pamtelx. 
Or the whole to xnatoh. in etztza gzeen Qlo^ 



PUBLISBSD BY 

LEA AND BLANCHAiRD. 

I . PHILADELPHIAi 



A NEW WORK FOR SCHOOLS. 

Clintom St., Phih, Seft. 15, IM*. 
(. Zita ((• Blancliard : 

TLEMEK,— I ihnnkyourorlbecopyof ■WhilH'HEIemonlBof Univer»al Hia- 

whichyouworoBokindaaloBendTac. AfletasomewtBlcarBfulw 

t WBB eo much pleased with jis arrangetnent, with the judgment evinced in 

le selection of facta, and in the high moral tone which pervades it thiough- 

th«l I detennined to introduce it into my school. My Itist class have beoa 

ring it lince the cammoncsmenl of the term, and I am incraaaingly pleated 

It. ReBpecifuUy youn, C. D. CLBAVBLAND, A.M. 

Authoref " Grecian Antifitiet," <F« 

wra. £m ^ BlamiAard: 

ttn indebted to your poUlettoBS for an opportunity of examining WMte'a Ele- ' 
tB of Univeraal History, lately publiahod by you. It give 
mSrage to the respectable tealimaniala of leachDra and others, with wbich the 
k hu been favoured. 
I S>7 opinion, it affords to teachers and students a fadllly for imputing and Be- 
ing B knowledge of bistery, auporior to any singlo volume I have ever mei 
1, while it proves an invaluable addition, oa a book of reference, to every pri- 
igenOeman'aUbrary. JOSEPH F. ENGLES, 

Clatikal /lUlitWt. 
tOadtltAUi, jluguit 20th, 18U. 

nr*. Lta ■{• Btanrhardr 

iiHTLEUEN — I offer vou my sincere thanks for tbe copy of " White's Univera^ 
which you were so kind as to send me a few days ago. The n 
so mucli, that I have determined to use it in my academy. 
I am, very respectfully, 

Your obedient ai 

CHA'S PICOT. 




i«k 



WHITE'S UNIVERSAL HISTORY, 



book, to look with auira eart into H than w« have 
oraaUy Unetobeatowoa workaofthMdaa. It 
ia a BrilMh prodactioii, bat tba antbor ia qalto aa 
fiee rrom pnjudKo aa one could powibljr expeeL 
The plan ia rwf jndidoaai It comprow ea into 
000 v<rivaM a auivof of nntroiaal hialofjt~^ 
complete blank form which the atodent can com- 
prehend at a f lao6e, and fill up at hia leiaiire. 
For aehoola It b particolvls^ well adapted, aa the 
qoeatiooi upon the text, appended by Mr. Hart* 
fhcBttate the nae of it for the teacher and increan 
iti yalne for the leaner.'* — Jfortk Amerknu 



"A work which f ivei, in a roednet narration, 
the principal eventa in the history of the world, if 
faithfully executed, cannot fall to be of vait im- 
portanoe to private atndenta as well as for theose 
of aohools. The Tolume here Riven to the pub- 
lic, haa evidently been prepared with much care. 
It ia arranged with great convenience, and tlw 
^narratives of events are given in a style that 
will doubtless prove inlereatiag to every reader. 
We think it one of the best manuals of Universal 
History that has ever been publiahed.*' — SMtmr- 
da9 Couriar. 

" On the whole, this must be regarded as one 
of the most compendious and well arranged 
works that have appeared ; and if used for no 
other purpose than as a chronological guide* will 
prove most valuable." — Saturdajf Pott. 



containmff a brief narrative of the 
eventa in the Uatmy of tte wwM, Ikq 
liest ages to the pnoenl Hbm. An 
featnre in the work, ia ila airaatenMi 
rioda of oentnriea. Thin ia doelded 
great ad vantage to the atodeat, and eai 
commend the worlu'* — Boston jStUi 



** The work is a brief narrative of tb 
and moat interesting eventa in tlw Usl 
world, but these eventa are plaeed 
shipe as to enable the Aind of the 
feeder to grasp them with mora cei 
lem difficulty of retention than by the o 
ed method. — Thia must aoraly operate 
erful recommendation in fiivoor of its 
to the casual reader, aa well aa to tlie 
we aUode paiticalarly to ita chrano 
rangement, and general memoranda 
comprised within the Kmits of the last 
the genealogical tablea with whidi it 
and the eoneisenen, yet clearness ol 
The author is indebted to the most ai 
modem travellen, (in whom only h 
place eonfidence) for the valtiaUe infoi 
gives in his notes, which, in addition t 
they narrate and explain, display an 
perspicuity of language that must i 
reader, and tend to increaae hu inte 
progresns.**— JV*. Orlem$u Jigo. 



** The great merit is in the arrangement of the 
matter, which ia admirable, and will be found to 
assist, in an eminent degree* the teacher and tlie 
reader. 

** Mr. Hart has well executed hia share of the 
work, ami given thereto an important ingredient 
in its usefulneM.'*— U. S. Oautte. 



'It ia on a new ard excelloit systematie plan. 



"Under whatever eircnmatancea p 
led to seek an acquaintance with genei 
the work by Mr. White will aerve to g 
longings in this paiticnlar, and to a 
treasuring up a vast amonnt of w^l 
and clearly told historical incidents, 
ferenl people who have flourished, in 
agea, from the earliest date down to tl 
time.— CMmization Herald, 



As this work is intended for the private reader, as well as for the stnt 
publishers have had an edition prepared in which the questions are omil 
which may be had neatly done up in extra cloth. 

— LEA & BLANCHARD PUBLISH— 

ARNOTT»S ELEMENTS OP PHYSICS, OR NATURAL PH 
PHY, GENERAL AND MEDICAL. Written for universal use 
or non- technical language. A work used extensively in various sem: 

HERSCHEL^ ASTRONOMY, a new edition, by S. C. Walker, 
12mo. 

BREWSTER'S OPTICS, a new edition, with an. appendix, by 
Bache, in vol., 12nio. 

BUTLERS ATLAS OF ANCIENT GEOGRAPHY, oonsisti 
coloured maps, with a complete accentuated index. A new edition. 

, BITTLER'S GEOGRAPHIA CLA88ICA, or the AppUeatkMi d 
/ Geography to the CWanom. A new edo^^oa, niVi!^ <2L^i&iMit]oiia. 



A NEW WORK FOR SCHOOLS. 

iTHITE'S UNIVERSAL HISTORY. 

LEA AND BLANCH ARD 

lEMENTri ilVliill HISTORY, 

ON A NEW AND SYSTESIATIC rL.\N; 

TICE BARLIBST TIMBS TO THK TRKATV OB- VIKNMAt 
enMMARY OF THE LEADING EVENTS SINCE THAT PERIOD , 

USE OS" SCHOOLS AND PRIVATE BTUBENTS. 
BY H. WHITE, B.A., 

WITH ADDITIONS AND aUESTIONS, 

BY JOHN S. HART, A.M., 



I In one Volume, large Duodecimo, neatly bound in Maroon, 

9 Publiahera, in presanime " IVhile'i Unhsrtal Hiitor}/" lo Iho public. 

i9 calcolaied 10 fill a deiiciencf , long eiisiing in Bcbool-booki, of a 

ccurate conderuied tnnnuol of llio History of ifao Woild, lilted bb in 

liallf appropiinle work for icliaola. Some of ihoBO now in use have been 

before the public, and since ibeir appeonince, muiy inlantBling invcBiigalion 

■been made, itnd impormnl rocla developed ; gome are mcDgre in iheir details, 

loiTOlionsgiven are proved by UlerrBHBBicliaa lo bBincorreel i vhile ni 

a bniad and philosophical view of ihe gtilticrlnge of lale hialariana, 

elieved thnl the present volumo is capable of fu1li1Un)f these indications. 

VAuthor, who baa had gteat experience as a leachei of history, hns s 

ra in iha compouiiron of the work ; and every efibrl has been mni 

ccuracy daring its passage through the press. In his Prefuca, hi 

" ho his consullcd the best works in the English language, and 

iwleilges his great oblignliona 10 several of iho mare recent French nnd Ger- 

Bian writers. The references introduced in the body of the work, serve to indicale 

lain Boureos from which his information has been derived ; and it ib hoped 

e serviceable lo Ihe student, by directing the conrss of hia further 

rell as inducinit him lo continue them in a more extended Held." 



■ fcrehe 
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WHITE'S UNIVERSAL HISTORY. 

The work is dirided into three parts, corretsponding with Ancient, IM 
Modem History; which parts are again subdivided into centuiief , to that I 
events are presented in the order of time, while it is so arranged that 
of each country can be read consecutively, thus combining the advantag 
the plans hitherto pursued in works of this kind. To guide the researc 
student, there will be found numerous synoptical tables, with remarks ant 
of literature, antiquities, and manners, at the great chronological epochs. 

As to the method to be adopted in using this manual, '* the compile 
unnecessary to offer any lengthened directions ; the experienced teacher ^ 
adopt that best suited to those under his charge. The work may be ue 
as a reading-book ; but a certain portion should be given out for the atteo 
of the pupil,' after which he should be closely questioned, not only as to 
general facts, but also the most trivial circumstances recorded.*' To fac 
exercise on the part of the teacher, the American Editor, Mr. J. S. 
added a series of Questions, which will be found very useful to those v 
this mode of instruction. 

In preparing this edition, the American Editor has paid particular at 
those portions of the work which treat of American History, making t 
full, and correcting those mistakes which are inevitable in one reading 
distance from the source of information. His extended and well-earned 
as a teacher, is a sufficient guarantee that whatever has passed under h 
will be free from all errors of importance. 

In conclusion, the publishers have to observe, that during the short tim 
this work has been before the public, it has received tlie most flattering te 
of approbation. Already it has been introduced into many of the highe 
institutions for instruction, and three editions have been called for in less tl 

A few recommendations and notices are subjoined. 



Messrs, Lea <{• Blanchard: 

Gentlemen — ^I return the volume of "Elements of Universal Hist 
left with me a few days since. On a cursory examination, it appears to 
much the best of the elementary works on the subject which I have 
The author has executed his method with a great deal of skill, and by t 
has avoided much of the confusion which is apt to occur in manuals of 
History. The book is a very comprehensive one, and must have cost A 
great labor in collating, and still more in arranging his materials. He sho' 
over, a direct acquaintance with many of the best historical authoritie 
them, those of late years. I have turned to several periods of histor 
thought would be most likely to show its character, and find them tr< 
considerable fairness and accuracy ; indeed, it is unusually free from the 
that often disfigure books of this sort— I mean on questions of history. 

The book is one that might, I am inclined to think, be introduced w 

tage as an historical text-book for the younger classes in our colleges. 

found, too, I believe, a convenient manual for private students, which is 

uses contemplated by the author. Let me add that, judging firom the j 

have looked at, the book is written in good, imaffected English. 

TTuly and respectfully* 

T5ESRY REE 
Pfvffltier tf BdUk Lcttrts \iiihft TJM»ervdLi| «f 1^«mnv 



PIIBLIHHED BY LEA & BLANCH ARD, 

WAlPOmmiVAllEDmEi: 

inE ONLY COMPLETE EDITION. 



I LETTERS OF HORACE WALPOLE, 

EARL OF ORFORD, 

»EAItI.T THBEE BnVSRED LETTERS, 
Now first publisliGcI Trum the originBls, (brining tin UDLntorriipled series, 
from the ycur 1735 lo 1797 ; conlaitiing hia leltors to Cleorge Montagu, 
Emq. ; Sir Mora™ M>nn ; RLrhiird VVoat, Esq. ; Lady Craven ; Gny (Ihe 
poel;} Hon. H. SeTinour CoQwnj; Jolin Chute, Esq.; Sir David Dalrjm- 
^ ; Rev. William Mason ; Lady Hcrvey ; the Earl of Herllbrd ; Richard 
Bentlef, Esq.; Eirl of StrslTord: Mrs. Ilannab Horej David Home, 
Esq., &.c^ dtc, with a. splendid Portrait ot the Author, in Four beautirul 
Votumes. 



.'■ll«i]lKiutf andbtlllisnc]', ihccnllminn hat the mnrc important 

Beril oTtHini; llie llvelicM picture ofniBiinen. and Ihc best vnimoie of palitleal hli' 
■«N)> Ihsl nolonly thin, but any UKintir IHrnems."— QHrWrJir /Inilag. 

I cDllwiian or ihs Inllen nrHuinct Wnlpolehai ever been madanhtcb 

ilpDie mar ilaclftedly claim prwniinsncs Ihr ein anil livclinsH of ai- 
iien orceiiiarli, anil frlicily ornanatlon alnvB Blmoit all Itiu epiilDlBiy 
at BrilaiB."-«ii<iT«r(), Xnini. 

iDgulai DUiiiiwi ai>.l aiiriiJillliina.-'— AUmiw/ Bitieu. 

■ St qnarlsr of a eonlury. It Is tllnnrated ivtih noteii diawn up with eon. 
tact. Such a nrork, to enrtrlwil with ail lliat It necemiary to renrler it com. 
pna of IlK OHM (alUBlile Uial any lotEr or iierlliii Engliib litcratura can 

bmli of relbrtinn. tlilt ndition of WatpDisI Lrilen matt hcnrcibnh tain 
— amonn tin memoria and liiiloricB of the tiim. A>« bno* i>r(n«ip, il ia 
pa Dm HHDphilHt woikartlw lilnit In ths Bnglish languaje."— 7^ Tiaut. 
I "Omar the rtif btM worlnor iu Elav.ir nnl nninna, In Iha Engliah liagiiapi; 
>■ wnlkflilior infivmalion.fUllDr ancotnLn.and full of sniUHUmnt: csuallj St fol 
tba lilvaiT of ths acholgr. the dilettante, Uie artiit, the statsmiin. and the feneral 

" WalpnIeV Letien are nnH(aal)«l in ourlanfoaK; dellihiAil in ihrmHlve^ and 

ilni and Inalnictlve eommenlaiy an lite lilitacy of patlici, anil oT tlie 

mmsiDlJW."-*- - - 



■■It 1* Iba onlTcwnplata aditlon of the Inrnnpartbla 1 
-.ptatolary vrltera.' ai be has been jnHly called: anil th 
B aiianicd in s)in>aatD(icBt order."— />aM* JlVniaf Mail. 

■■Thnw who have navBr yet »aS Horato Walimla"! letter 



T slvlt, inchidinir all »l« 
I otlDQ eiptrticnced."— Jtf 



BOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 



©©®E'8®''S Hfe^asSi 



* 



TX7SVTT-FIVB OSSTS PSm TOXiQ 



LEA &BL1NCEABD 

ax\B COMMENCED THE EE-IsaUE, IN A PEBIODIOAL FOKM, < 

J. PENIMORE COOPER 



WING-AND-WING, 



THE SPY, 

THE PILOT, 

THE WATER-WrTCH, 

LIONEL LINCOLN, 

IIEIDENMAUER, 

THE PATHFINDER, 

PRECAUTION, 

THE WiSH-TON-WISH, 

HOMEWARD BOUND. 

MERCEDES OF CASTILE, 



THE PIONEERS. 
THE RED ROVER, 
THE TWO ADMIHAI^ 
THE PRAIRIE, 
THE HEADSMAN, 
THE DEERSLAYER, 
THE BRAVO, 
TITE LAST or thb MOHI 
HOME AS FOUND, ^ 
THE MONIKINS, 



AND THE TRAVELLING BACHELOR, 
In all ttetnlT/'luio different Warki, or forty-fo 



This edition will be well printed, on good paper and wiA 
type, ntid in a form Builable for convenienl reading, and dc 
a coloured wrapper. Aa ihey will all correspond in sizo^ 
can bo bound to match, and will form a beauiirul secies 
complele. 

A worii in two volumes, will be issued every week until (b 

As it will be issued periodicnlly, copies can be sent by i 
postage of li cent per sheet for 100 miles or less, and at 
for over 100 miles. 

Persons remiliing Five dollars frf^ of postage, in money 
in this city, can have eleven Novels in the order ihey may f 

Other works, in a cheap form for extensive circulatioD, 
Boz, Fielding, Smollett, &c. will follow. 

Philadelphia, Devemher, 1842. 



PUBLISHED BY LEA AND BLANCHARD, 

ifai/0 ready ^ in One Volume Svo. with Illustraiums. 

THE HORSE, 

BY WILUAM YOUATT. 

A NEW EDITION, WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS; 
CONTAININO A FULL ACCOUNT OF THE 

DISEASES OF THE HORSE, 

WITH THEIR MODE OF TREATMENT ; 
HIS ANATOMY, 

AND THE USUAL OPERATIONS PERFORMED ON HIM; 
HIS BREEDING, BREAKING. AND MANAGEMENT; 

AND HINTS ON HIS SOUNDNESS, AND THE 

PURCHASE AND SALE. 



TOGETHER WITH A 

GENERAL HISTORY OF THE HORSE; 

A DISSERTATION ON 

. THE AMERICAN TROTTING HORSE, 

HOW TRAINED AND JOCKEYED, 
AN ACCOUNT OF HIS REMARKABLE PERFORMANCES; 

AND 

|AN ESSAY ON THE ASS AND THE MULE, 

BY J. S. SKINNER, 

Assistant Post Master Qeneral, and Editor of tlie Tuzf Begistetb 

PHILADELPHIA: 

LEA AND BLANCHARD. 

1844. 



REPUBLISHED FROM THE NEW EDITION JUST ISSUED IN LONDON, 
BY THE SOCIETY FOR DIFFUSING USEFUL KNOWLEDGE. 



PHILADELPHIA 



EVERY MAN 
HIS OWN CATTLE DOCTOR: 

CONTAIKINO 

THE CAUSES, 87MPT0BIS. AND TREATMENT OF ALL THE 

DISEASES INCIDENT TO 

OXEN, SHEEP, AND SWINE; 

AND A SKETCH OF THE 

ANATOMY AND PHYSIOLOGY 

OF 

NEAT CATTLE. 

BY FRANCIS CLATBR. 

EDITED. KEVISED, AND ALMOST REWRITTEN, 

BY WILLIAM YOUATT. 

A.UTHOR OF "the HOSSB," &C. 

WITH NUMEROUS ADDITIONS^ 

EMBRACING 

AN ESSAY ON THE USE OF OXEN, 

AND THE 

IMPROVEMENT IN THE BREED OF SHEEP, iui. 
BY J. S. SKINNER, 

ASSISTANT POSTMASTER OBirE&AL. 

WITH NUMEROUS CUTS AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

PHILADELPHIA: 
LEA AND BLANCHARD. 

1844. 



NOW PUBLISHING, 



COMPLETE WORKS 

iharles"dickens, 

f(BOZ.) 
CONTAINING 
OLIVER TWIST; 

Price 25 cents. 

\ NICHOLAS NICKLEBY; 

(Double Number — Price 50 cents. 
THE CURIOSITY SHOP 
WITH WOOD CUTS; 
Double JVtanber — Ptice 50 cents. 
, THE PICKWICK PAPERS; 
'■ Double Number — Price 50 cents. 

EETCHES OF EVERY-DAY LIFE; 

I Price 37j cents. 

' A.HD 

1 BARNABY RUDGE, 

WITH WOOD CUTS; 
Double Number — Price 50 cents. 



■U SDinON WILL BE WIILL PRINTED IN A UNIFOBH STTLB 
( TO HATCH, AMD BOLD AT THE TBRY LOW FRICE OP 

'wo DOLLARS AND FIFTY OSXHTS, 

\t WHBir THB WHOLS IS TAK£M AT ONE TtUS. 

PHILADELPHIA : 
LEA & BLANCHARD, 

JOK AU> MnEIEUiKU AND KIWB AOBim HI THX VniTtD BTATHL 



CHEAP EDITION OF SMOLLETT SI 



SElECr WORKS OF TOBIAS SMOUI 

WITH A MEMO[R OF HIS LIFE ANO WRfTlNGS. B¥ SIR WAITER 

THE ADVENTURES OF RODERICK RAN 

Price 25 cents. 
THE ADVENTURES OF PEREGRINE Piq 

Double Number — Price 50 cents. 
THE EXPEDITION OF HUMPHRY CLSH 

.""ice 25 cents. 
THE ADVENTURES OF FERDINAND Ct 

FATHOM ; Price 25 cents. 
THE ADVENTURES OF SIR LAUWCl 

GREAVES;— THE HISTORY AND AB 

TURES OF AN ATOM. AKD SELECT PO 

In one part ; Price 25 cents. 

Tlir tcinU fa bt prinUd in a tmifona tlyle U maUK and x'fk He 
itiU bi giBtn nit Paget and TalU of Coulenu, lliat U< 
bouud up in ttru or two Boiiana^ 



SiECT WORKS OF lEYFMl 

WITH A MEMOIR OF HIS LIFE AND WRITINGS, BY Slfl WALTER 



TOM JONES. OR THE HISTORY OP A PO 

LING ; Double Number — Price 50 cents. 
THE AD\'ENTURES OF JOSEPH AND! 

AND HIS FRIEND MR. ABRAHAM AD 

Price 25 cents. 
AMELIA : Price 25 cents. 
THE LIFE OF JONATHAN WILD, WITH 

LIFE OF FIELDING, ESSAY ON HIS G 

&.C.; In ODC Part ; Price 25 cents. 

Ttc leAotc la be printtd in a uniform ttyle to mulct, and mti tJk». 

tall be given T^llei and TaUe of Conienlt, tkat ti 
up in oat or lao calumtt. 
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CHEAP EBITIOH 0¥ YTC.\BK*1._V. 



PUBLISHED BY LEA & BLAKCHARD; 

WORKS FOR 

SCHOOLS, COZIBOES, flcO. 



A HKW EDITION OF 

ARNOTT'8 ELEMENTS OF PITYSICS, OR NATITRAI. PHI- 
IX>SOPHV, GENERAL AND MEDIC AI~ Wiillea for uniTsnal 
uw, in pinin, or non-leohnicul Unguage. Complete in 1 vol. Keviaed 
and correcled <rom the Isal English edilion, wiih addilione, b; Ie 
Hay B, M. D. A work ueed exleimvely in voiiaus scDunsiieB. 

HERSCHELiS ASTRONOMY, n nen edilion, vrilli a preface, an 
Seriee of QucBlions for tbe exBrninatian of Sludenu, with Engravines, 
by S. G. Walker, in 1 vol., 12ino. 

BBBWOTER'S OPTICS, a new editioa. with an appendii, and numennu 
Its, by FrafoBEor Bache, in 1 vol., ISnio. 

BUTLER'S ATLAS OF AVCTENT GEOGRAPHT, a 
. coloured maps, with a complete accentuated index. 

BUTLER'S GEOGBAPHIA CLAS8ICA, or the Application of 
Ancient Geography to the Claa^ci ; 4th American edition, with Quea- 



Bolmar's French Series. 

New editions of the following works, by A. Bolmar, forming in cot 
in with '■ Boltnar'a Lovi^ac," a complote aeries for the acquisition of the 
French language. 

A SELECTION OP ONE HUNDRED PERRIN'S FABLES, 
accomputiied by a Key, containing the text, a literal and free iransla- 
tioa, arranged in auch a manner as lo point out tho difference between 
the FiEDcli ar>d English idiom, tec, ia 1 vol., 13mo. 
A fXlLLECTlON OP COLLOQUIAL PHRASES, on enry topic 
necessary to malntvn conversation, arranged under different heads with 
remarks oa the peculiar pranuDciation and uses of to: 
tho whole so diiposed as consideiBbly lo facililBla the acquin- 
coixect pronuncialioii of iho French, 1 vol., ISmo. 
L£S AVENTURES DE TELEIHAaUE PAR FENELON, it 
vol., lamo.. accompanied by a Key to the first eight books, in 1 v< 
lamo., containing Ulte the Fablea, the text, a literal and free translation, 
intended as a eeqnel la the Fables. Either volume sold acparalely. 
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PUBLISHED BY LEA & BLASCHARD; 



A TEXT BOOK OF 

PRACTICAL GEOLOGY AND MINERALOGY. 

With iiutnietiiKii ftf tbe qwliutite aBaljmi of HifwnH 
BY JOSHUA TRIMMER, F.G.S^ 



Thi* i» » ■Tat«n«ue iniroduction lo Minenlogir. uid G-ology, BdminU 
■Icnlalcd lo uisirucl the atDdeiii in those sciences. The or^uiic [cmcit 
f Iha Tsriotu furmuiona are weU illuslraied by nBmerinu l^nre*, nUd 
n diurn mib ^«ai aconnDy. 



HE ffiUDGKWATER TREATISES OIT THE POWKK, Wt» 
DOM AND GOODNESS OF GOD, ** nwifeMed in [he Crauka 
coolunmf Bell, Cbalmen, SHi. Whewell, Pioui. Kirby. RogM an 



leneaGniiaa 
aome clotll 01 



halfboDiuI whhcBlfbBckauuIu 



"Hie followiitg Three Treatises can be had eepaialely : 
GEOLOGY AND MINERAXOGY, conBd? red wiih reCereoce to Km 
tunl Theology, by the Rev, Wm, Buckland, D. D., Canon of Chn' 



ninU 1 heoiogy, by \ 
Church. BDd Readei 



Church. Bod Reader in Geology uid Miseralogy in the Uninn 
Oifbrd; with Deariy lOOeopper-ptiues uhI lar^ colouredmape; I 

editinn. Irom the Isle Londan editiDD, whh auppleme Diary QOIs 



THE HISTORY, HABITS AND I5STL\CrS OF A.'IIMAIB 

■ "ev.Wm.Kil- "■ - " - ■■' 

engraTingB. 



A POPULAR TREATISE ON 

VEGETABLE PHYSlOLOGYj 



In One Volume, 13mo> 



e Piomotion of 

OIJTS; 



THE SntLWRIGHT AND BUttBIPS GUIDE. Bj-OHTsrEni 

The Tenih Edition with Addmans and Corrections, by dm Pnifeai_^ 
ofMechanica in the Franklin Institute of Pennsylvania , and a Dwro 
Hon of an Improved Merchanl Flour REll. Widi Engravinga. By C 
ti O. Evana, Engineers. 
TbJM is a prac4i(;al wotlt, ani lias liad a ^ery ewended sale. 



SOLD BY ALL B0O^B^\-'^'g-^^- 



WORKS 

IN TEE VUlQUa DEPAnMEina 

:edicine'and surgery 

PUBLISHED 



LEA & BLANCHARD. 



ANATOMY. 



■OMICAL ATLAS, illaeiraUvo 
uciure of the Humnti Sody ; wiih 
Huodred Illuslralians ; the most 
work of ihe kind ever issued. — 
r eieculed, in One Volume Im- 
t«Vo : by H. H. Smilh, M.D„ un- 
pemoon of Piatssaor W. £. Hoi- 



^ 



lalogy; eth edllion, much improved. Smii. 
8vo., IIU pngBs. 

WILSON'S Human Analamy; s ne* 
edition |lho second) rerised, with addition! 
by Dr. Goddudi 307 beautiful outa. 8vo., ' 
606|1«gBa. 
WILSON'S DIsBecloT. or Practical tnd 
icnl AnBlomy ; with additions by OotU ' 
— lOli cuts. Royal IZtno., 444 pogea. 



■ENTER'S Human PhyaioloBy i 

' " ■ Ci:y- 

pagea. 



I and addiiio 



J by Meredith Cly- 



■LtSON'S Human Physiology . 
edition, niih numerous oddi lions 
«nlB — in 2 vols. Svo,, 1304 pngea, ; 



ER'S Special Anatomy and Hie. 

PHYSIOLOGY. 

HARRISON on the Nervous SyHtem) 
a»o., 29a puges. I 

MULLER'S Eiamenta of Phyaiologr 
by Baly, armugedby Beil — Sro. , Bd6 page*. , 

ROGET'S Outlines of Physiology— ■ 
3vi>,, 51G pages. 

PATHOLOGY, 
RCROMBIE on the Brdn. Third I Heart and Great Vessels, with addiijona bf '. 

I Pennocli. 8vo., S7'2 pages. 
ION'S Ouilinos of pBthoIogy.Svo., JONES and TODD on IhoDisessosof J 
». the Bar, edited by Dr. Hays ; with nuiD«^ i 

RAL on the Blood in DiBSBae, 130 °'^» C"'»> '*«o., pages— preparing. 

LAWRENCE'S Treatise on the Di». . 

the Teeth, withplalea— Bto., r*",™ of the Eye, with addicions by Hayi, 1 

J and numerous cuts. Svo., TTo pages. | 

BBLIUS 00 the Kidneys and Urine. PRpUT'S Treatise on Stomach and Re- ] 
pgge,, nal Diaeosee, with coloured plates. Bvo., ( 

■LETT on the Fevers of the P^liP'S""' „ „ - ^ , , ., 1 

^■Bwibb— 8vo.. 394 paeos. PHILIP S Treatise on Protracted Indl' 

INGS' Prin^ipl^ of Medicine- «""""■ ---"-^'' ''^■ 
i pages. ! ^^^-^ 

DIE on ihe Urinary Organs. e<ra., | 

of the Lungs. 12mo.. 310 pages. 

WILSON on Ihe Diseases of (he Skin. ' 

PMAN on Thoracic and Abdomi- ! WILLIAMS' Principles and Pathology 

a_vo., 384 pages. _ ) with additions by Clynier. era.,3fi4pagM 

WILLIAMSontheRespiraiory Organs I 
- B'o., pages— aaulf , 



RICORD'S Treatise on Venereol Di». 
jBses. eve., S5fi pages. 
WALSKE'S Diagnosis of the Dim 



DIE on the Diseases of Ilie Joints, i 



PMAN on Eruptive Fevers, ice. 

pages— nearly ready. edited by"c[ymi 

E'S Treatiseonthe Diseases of (be 'ready. 



PRACTICE OF MEDICINE. 
I [WELL on Ihe Diaeaseaof Females,! CHURCmLL on the Diaeases of F». J 
k jdanL 1 vol. 6ve., pi^ea— near- 1 males, including thnao of Prcgnanoy Mil I 
V f- )Childhed;-n»h«d£tiMffAb'j'H\WM^ B««^ 

g"-P/g:s. /'rsciJcfll Treatise on t!iei5% p»ee«. J 

mmol Cluldna. I vol.fin.,, ESOpogeo.' COATE.S'Ta^-oXK'A^SwvTO.S.ti.SV'* 



LEA AND BLANCHARD'S PUBUCATIONS. 



Sth «ditiaa: Svo., Mb pigM. 



Sto., wilb pliitei, 533 pacea. 

DUNb'UBON'S Vne&» of Hsdidm. 
Second odUioii, in 2 volumsB Sto., 132S 



TWEED IB'S Ijbrarr of Pngte 
dicine. Becond edidoo, leTued ; iai 
UtEe Sto-i S0I6 page*. 

e^Anr ODS of ifae fiva voIum i 
firit editian can be had aeparate. 

WATSON on the Priadples and 
lies of Fhymo. 6to., 920 latge pi^ 



SURGERY. 



FERGUSSON'S Sritem of Fi 
Singer]', edited bf Noiria, with 3t 
Bto., 630 pages. 

HARRIS on the UaxillUT Sania. 
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LAWRENCE'S Tteatka. 
8to., 480 pagei. 

MAURY'S Denial Soreery, « 
metnoi platei and cuts. Bto., 286 

ROBERTSON on the Tealh. 
230 pages. 



R« 



COOPER'S (Sir AaUey) TretuiM on 
Hetnta, wiili lithographic plates. Imperial 
Sto., 438 pages. 

COOPER (Sir Astlev) cut the 'Testis and 



Jmpeiial fivo., 

COOPER (Sir Aslley) on Did 
and FrMiturM, with oumeraus cuu 
Memoir and Portrait. Sto., 500 p( 

DRUITT'S Modem SurgerT. 
•diliofi, with 153 cnts ; Sto., 568 pi 



THERAPEUTICS AND MATERIA MEDIOA. 

ELLIS' Medical Formnlarr.brlll 
Sevealh ediliOD, 8to., 263 pages. 

FEREIRA'S Elements c^MsleH 
dica and Therapeutics ; edited by C. 
with S80 cuts. 2 vols. Sto., 1566 ps| 

OBSTETRICa 

CHURCHILL on the Theory and Proc- 1 
lice of Midwifery, by Huston; 116 cute. 1 1 
8to., S20 pgges. ,.,..„ ,™ .™„„,™. 

DEWEES' System of Midwifery, wiibifigares in lithography. Imperial 8t 
pluee. Tenth edition, 8io., 660 pages. < pages. 

CHE1II8TRT, MEDICAL PHYSICa AND HYGIEH 

ARNOTT'S Elements of Physics, with i second editioa rerised, with addiiiom 
nnmerous cnta. One Toluiae Sto,, 520|464 pnges. 
t»B<»- GRAHAM'S E" "~ ' 

DUNGLISON on Human Health; a | Bridges, with m 

MEDICAL JURISPRUDENCE AND MEDICAL EDUGA-nOI 



RAMSBOTHAM on Partnridm 



CHITTY'S Medical Jorispnidence.- 
Bto., 510 pagsB. 
DUNGUSON'S Medical Sindent; ■ 



1 TRAILL'S Medical Jmiapmdt 
{ Sto., 234 pages. 

new edition, large ISmo. 



DICTIONARIES AND JOURNALS. 



AMERICAN JOURNAL OF THE 
MEDICAL SCIENCES; edited by Dr. 
Imbc Hayg, published Qiiatletly at FiTe 
Dollars a Year. 

CYCLOPEDIA OF PRACTICAL 
MEDICINE; comprisiDgTrGaiisea on the 
nalare and trealmenl of DisesBCB, includ- 
h^tboaeofWemejiandCkSAi 
Medica, Thermeutiitt, JUedi 
a!oK5 Ac, Ac. Edited 
«fi«, Gonolly snd Dungli 



per-Royal OctaTO VolunMS, AbM 
pages in doable columns. 

DUNGLISON'S Medical Died 

4ih editioa, containing orer 40,0(XI 

and ■ynonymas ; large Sto., of 713 

double calomns. 

MEDICAL NEWS AND LIBB 

^.,^..,., ........ ~Wdi)idicAKQDtUv_at One DoUvB 

Medical Jun3pru-\ glil^mT %Yn\<:::.fc\. 'SqiU.1 
by FotbeH,Twee-\Dn.'D'am%^aai[ia,^:^ixtrmsa. wA. 41 
son. 4 Iwae Bii-ii<A*.B«..^\»V»«^ 
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